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INTRODUCTIC 


Tnn most poetical translation of Euripides into any U'V.'-:. , 
Shelley's radiant version of the Cjr/a/.t, which opens tin- 
present volume, stands easily at the head of all our Mne.hsh 
plays [from the Oreek. Shelley probably mad!- it jdiout 
1.S1K-19. Writin.a to Leiglt Hunt, Noveinher iSm, la; spoke 
of the ('.reek plays “tempting him to tluow over their 
perfect and ejowing forms the grey ' eil of my own words. ’ 
In his ttrt,/ S/utiifS' Mr Swiitlmrne, aft or poimmg out 

some ol' tltc gaps and errors in Shelley’s remlerinf, due in 
part to the imiHTfert text the translator h;ul used, s.iy,' ; 
“While nwising the version of the I have h-It again, 

and more keenly, the old delight of wonder at it.s malehless 
grace of unapproachahk; beauty, its strength, etise, delicate 
simplicity and suilicicn<-y.” 

Mr Ssvinhiirnc has not by any means spareil tin- gotn! 
fame of Euripides himself, regarded its a tiiiunatist : Jiiid 
Mr Swiirlnirne’s pronnunctanent is of a temper which, until 
very ns'cntly, miglit be held typical of the modern critical 
aliittide. Hut now, thanks to Hr. Verrall, I'rofes.sor <li!!>en 
Murray atnl other writers, a very luarkial reartii»n has 
set in. 

We might (piote <»piuit«i, indeed from many hrilliunt 
scholars who have helpet! to reverse the Kuripidean eiirretu. 
The old ftishion. sjiys Mr Way, of ‘blis|iaraging his genius 
fin which Sehlegel hat the way, giving all the weight < if his 
umhoiity to a sentetreu whieli others were um itneritieal t-r 
too tirnotous to revise) is now wiierly discredited. We have 

* m^d Simifis : N«sr^ Tew Siifllry* fb 

il 
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ceased to regard the generations of Greeks and l-Mnnans, wh; ^ 
loved and reverencett him, as degenerate i .ils at;d Mini, 
and are at last tnakin;^ some humble efforts t,> untl-rsianJ thif-, 
and to recover their point of vim.” . ; 

The argum^'T is continued liy Or. ^ erv.ul, to whuj. 
remarkable bdok, Euripides the Rationa'ist, w,.- «w,j th 
following passages:— “The right view of liniipides, th 
capacity of understanding him, is a thing whi. h w e mnd,;,.; 
have yet to wfwr"/ and our only way is to Ite e.u wuh tt 
cognising that somewhere in our notions about the put 
there must be something fundamentally wroii;:. It slum!,; 
not be possible, as it was nothing ago for an Mn;',lish pi-r 
bound to the poets of Greece by mutual obligations to [i:. 
nounce Euripides no peer of his peers, a ilramati'.t not nd, 
ranked as the equal of those with whom h<' w.i, itenuh 
ranked by the judgment of Athens and all the anew 
world, without perceiving that he condemns, not the obiei'to 
his criticism, but simply his own comprehension." 

Turning to Mr Swinburne: “Kuripide., be has told U) 
w'as a ‘botcher.’ Deserved or not by the poet, the [ihra.ei 
apt enough to indicate the nature of motlein obin liou,. l 
appropriately describes the sort of dissatislaetion whieh »< 
feel after reading, with the modern expositions, some n 
Euripides’ best known and best appreeiated vouks. Then 
is plenty of excellent material ; single scenes, or it jmiy Ik* 
all the scenes, are wrought with undenisihle and a- ioitishin; 
power. The murmurs begin when we. eojiti.aip’ato tin 
work as a whole: and then the ‘iKitdier’ eats no longer fe 
kept out of our minds. After all, it would seem, the thiitf! 
is a patch-work. The excellences of tht‘ pails ilo tiot s-'ctf 
to subserve any common design, nay, even arc im!tiia!!v rs 
pugnant. The author is doubtless a master of his t. ». 4s. ho 
still, to speak familiarly, he ‘does not know wh.« h t { 
driving at.’” 

In considering the art of Euripides, and the fb.uigT k 
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'our feeling for the suggestive, almost intt'rrogativr, pre> 
iscntment of his tragic and troubled fa]>les ot du'utli and 
'human existence, we have to realise that (mr nwn <mrrent 
piiilosophy, and our own dranialie art, ICumpt'an atal 
English, are changing or havt^ already ('hangrd. 

Euripides;’ says Coleridge, ‘M)rought traianly by mainv 
‘steps nearer to the real world than his po-dtu-eso a;; hail 
ever cloned^ In him too the accent of the qurfaioniT, tin 
questioning inierprt‘ter, is hear<i ahm'r tin* nldrr tatriul 
iiccenl (yf /Kschylus, We see the imavmeiu fhiripiilt's’ 
own mind; we are a party to his dramatic analvsis ot the 
hopes and lears that play U|K>n human nattuf* an<i lus own 
mind, and issut* in a kiiui ot eonditienai nihilaan. dla* 
Strange thing is that Aristophanes, wlm sttutk tin* ntodfui 
note tcK) in aiualier way, eithei did not muierstanti tfje an ot 
Eurif.ddes, e»r, {JCia-eiving its tendetades aguostit ism or 
worse, imdei'stooii it only te)o well : and in father east* matle 
it the repeated mark of his irrigiressible satirts AriNp tplianes 
•tlid iit>t eitJter s|)are tlu* mam lit* tleclaretl in ellf*ct ili.tl In* 
was not a gtaitieman, by birth i»r otherwise : that his nutther 
was a cabbage selhas rhilochurus anti ialuas, Isave 

told us he was of gotnl family. Enripitles was Isan in 
Salanus, it is recamlcil, tm the vt‘ry day of the fatnou . 

4K0 i’.r., in which clCschylns was t»ne of the balder I irqsit* 
Tlie stigma of Aristophanes it is i*ei1ain that the lu a ban i] tales 
was given an edviratton w'hieh was costly lor biodi* tis, his 
in ilnloritg was noted tor exressi\e Ires He was 
trainetl by Ihiitagoras and Anaxagfuas ; learned fo paing 
and was crowned in Itis se'^enfeenllr year in the blnisinraii 
games. In the year billowing he wrot?* Ins ms| |i|a> -- one 
among the scores of his lost plays. He wt*in on wdimg lor 
years btdbie hr* gamed the rdvmpie fhi/r tor the tirsi tune, 
W'ilti li’.s He rarlv serins lo have breosne 11 

favcairltc plavw'iiglit of the inirllerinal roiriirs. Hie 

ifratois Itwf tj him lor the fe-rrmic jiown nhown m tlir longri 
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speeches of his dramatic personages— a power which 
Aristophanes again laughed to scorn. The praise ot Cicero 
and Quintilian might well console him, however. It is said 
that many of the ideas in Euripides_ were derived trom h.s 
friend and some time friendly master in philosophy, Socrates. 
Indeed, as Bacon is credited by certain people ivith having 
written the better part of Shakespeare’s plays, Socrates is 
said to have been the ghost under the stage of Euripides. 

In his life Euripides was never allowed to hill into that 
complacency which is the death of intellectual art. His 
first wife, rumour hath it, deceived him ; so did his second. 
Then, like .lEschylus, he went or was driven into exile fioiii 
Athens. This step may have been hastened by a [lublic 
charge of impiety, which must have ended in iniiinsoii. 
ment. From this exile, at the Court of Archelaus, he did 
not return. His death was strange, tragic as any told ot ir 
his plays. In some way, out of revenge or by accident, tli< 
hounds of Archelaus were set upon him, and he was fright 
fully injured and died from his wounds, lliis was in .tof 
B.C., when he was a man of seventy-five. Athens begged fo] 
his body, but it was buried in Macedon, at Pella. 

Of the other translators of Euripides who figure in tin 
present volumes, Robert Potter, who was born in lyai 
published his translation of Euripides in 17 So, folio win; 
that of iEschylus in 1777. He had been a eountry school 
master and a curate, an industrious ver.sifier ami a pou 
scholar; he had had the signal honour of being atiackei 
by Dr Johnson. He was a man of sixty-seven hefon.' an 
good&Stype came to him. “ I did not like to promote hii; 
earlier,” said the Lord Chancellor, “for fear of making hit 
indolent.” What we know to-day of Michael Woiihul 
who supplies the bulk of the play.s in the second voluin' 
is to be gathered from the Dictionary of National Bii>,i;rapk 
and from his register in the British Museum Catalogti 
His translation of Euripides appeared in iSo;: he lu 
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already published original poems in 1772 and 1798- Dean 
Miinian’s delightful version of the Bac<:ku;, which by the 
courtesy of Mr Murray we are able to include, was first 
publishtni, with of eEschykis, in 1865. 

At the head of our modern criticism of Euripides, we 
ought to quoti' liis own line, ‘Mf gods do wrong, surely no 
gods they arc.” '''To understand and enjoy the art of 
I'kiriffuies,” says Dr Verrail, we need not accept his 
views; i>ut \vc iivust know, feel, and remember wdiat tliey 
were, //b' sfi^rlc^s' assume f/mf Ja md ex/sf ; and 

unless we are alive V) this, unless w^- keep it a/mavs before 
us, tlie bt‘Sl of luiripi<ie.s, thvt csstmec of Kuripidtss must 
he stalled up from uaB And with this may he read Pro- 
fessor Murray’s comnumt on the IraaJes^ as *‘the first 
great expre .sion of tlu‘ S|>irit of pity for mankind ” luaird 
in European litiuadurc,— " a principle wiiit'h luts made the 
iviost precious and fuissibly tlie most destructive elements 
of irimimerahle rebellions, revolutions and martyrdoms, 
and of at leaiil two grrat religions^’ 

Last of all, let us add that prayer of Eairipides, found 
among his remains, winch runs : 'Mbmniputent ilod. send 
Light unto men, that they may know wtience their evils 
cmn»! ;mil huw they may avoid them.’’ 


V. R. R, 
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R. Potter, 178143, l8cK, 1814, Xuirtrra 

ments; M. Woodhull, 1782, 1800; literal trau^., 'i\ A, iSu. k 
construed literally, Dr Giles, Key to the Ciarsics, iK;, ti, rU'. ; 
prose, E. P. Coleridge, 1891, etc. ; into Kng. verse, A. S. W^v, 
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EURIPIDES 

THE CYCLOPS 


A Satyric Drama 

PERSONS OF THE DRAMA 
SILENUS. I Ulysses. 

Chorus of Satyrs. | The Cyclops. 1 

Silenus. O Bacchus, what a world of toil, both now 
And ere these limbs were overworn with age, 

Have I endured for thee ! First, when thou fled’st 
The mountain-nymphs who nurst thee, driven afar 
By the strange madness Juno sent upon thee; 

Then in the battle of the sons of Earth, 

When I stood foot by foot close to thy side, 

No unpropitious fellow-combatant. 

And driving through his shield my winghd spear, 
Slew vast Enceladus, Consider now. 

Is it a dream of which I speak to thee ? 

By Jove it is not, for you have the trophies J 
And now I suffer more than all before. 

For when I heard that Juno had devised 
A tedious voyage for you, I put to sea 
With all my children quaint in search of you, 

And I myself stood on the beaked prow 
And fixed the naked mast, and all my boys 
Leaning upon their oars, with splash and strain 
Made white with foam the green and purple sea, — 
And so we sought you, king. We were sailing 
Near Malea, when an eastern wind arose. 

And drove us to this wild u^tnean rock; 

The one-eyed children of the Ocean God, 

The man-destroying Cyclopses inhabit. 

On this wild shore, their solitary caves. 

And one of these, named Polypheme, has caught us 
To be his slaves ; and so, for all delight 
Of Bacchic sports, sweet dance and melody, 

We keep this lawless gianfs wandering fibcks. 



Euripides 

My sons indeed, on far declivities, 

Young things themselves, tend on the youngling shi f p, 
But I remain to fill the water casks, 

Or sweeping the hard floor, or ininisliTing 
Some impious and abominable nu'al 
To the fell Cyclops. I am wearied of it 
And now I must scrape up the littenni 
With this great iron rake, so to reet‘i\*e 
My absent master and his evtaiing sheep 
In a cave neat and clean. hAarn now I see 
My children tending the flordcs Ivitherward. 

Ha! what is this? are your Sicinnian nH-asuo s 
Even now the same, as when with danee and sneg 
You brought young Baccluis to Altii:ea\s luills r 

Chorus of Satyrs, 

STROPHE. 

Where has he of race divine 

Wandered in the winding vovks ? 

Here the air is calm and line 
For the father of the Hocks ; 

Here the grass is soft and sweet, 

And the river-eddies meet 
In the trough l>e.sicie the cave, 

Bright as in their fountain wa\ae^ 

Neither here, nor on the dinv 
Of the lawny upland.^ fecdiig.: ? 

Oh, you come I— a stont at )’oii 
Will I throw to mend y?,mr breevling 
Get along, you horned tiling, 

Wild, seditious, rambling 1 

EPODE. 

An lacchic melody 
To the golden Aplirodite 
Will I lift, as erst did 1 
Seeking her and hut delight, 

With the Mtunads, whose wliite feet 
To the music glance and ileta, 

Bacchus, 0 belovM, wlu^re, 

Shaking wide thy ydlow iiair, 

Wanderest thou alone, afar ? 

To the one-eyed Cyclufin, we, 
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The Cyclops 

Who by right thy servants are, 

Minister in misery, 

In these wretciied goat-^skins clad, 

Far Ironi thy delights and thee. 

Siknus. be silent, sons ; eoinmand the slaves to drive 
The gathf‘red llotrks into tire rock-roofeti cave. 

Ck)n/s. do ! But what needs this serious haste, O fatlier? 

I a dreeian ves.sel on the coast, 

And thence the rowers with some gtmeral 
Approatbing to this imw—Abtmt tlu‘ir necks 
Hang (‘inpty vessels, as they w'ant<Hl food, 

And water llasks.^ Oil mi.serable strangers! 

Whence {‘one; tlujy, that th(‘y know not what and who 
My maiUer is, a|>pruaching in ill lunir 
d'he inhuspitahh^ r(H)f of i-olypluane, 

Anti the dyelopian jawTone, man destroying ? 

He sileru, Satyrs, while I ask and liear 
W’hetHs* ectming, they arrive tlie eKtiiean Itill 
l/fysscs. I'riends, <*an yon slutw me some chfar water spring, 
'The renntaly of our thirst ? Will any one 
inirnish with food seamen in want of it? 

Ha! wliat is this? We seem to be arrived 
At the, hlithtt ranri of Bacchus. I observe 
This sportive I Kind of Satyrs near die cavtac 
Mrst let me greet tlm elder.— Hail ! 

Stkmx, Hail thou, 

() Stranger ! tell tliy country am! diy races 
l/(vsS(*s\ Tla* llliacau Ulysses and the king 
(M* iafphaloniiL 

iS/7r#io\ Oh 1 I know tin* luiin, 

Worily and shrewd, die son of Sisyphus. 
f/7wiw. 1 am the siunt*, tnii lUi not rail upon me, 

♦Sf/cwi/.n Whence sailing t!o you conic to Sicily? 

£//iw,c From llion, and from the IVojan toils, 

'Si/mus. How touched you not at your paternal shore? 
17/wot Hif! strengdi of temjiesis b>re me here by force. 
,»S’i7r7ii/.t The sell same acrulent occurred lo ttuu 
tlvssfx. Wen: you tlien driven here by stress of wcsither? 

Following the Pirates who had kidnapped Bacchiis. 
'Uinsis. What Iiiiul is diis, am! who inhabit it?’-*- 
iSiimus, J{tnii, the biliest {aak in Sicily* 
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^ J tv.»rA walls and towcr-surroimdcd towns? 

Ulysses, ^d are Xhese lone rocks are ban- of men. 

Silenus. There are not.- i bese K^ the race onu-asts ? 

IS: »“ ,t7“rir .“m '..f < ? 

1"“' »d on ,ho II 0 .I, of d,o,.„. 

iiefssiSk. 



Siinus. Here is not anything, a-s I said, • 

Ulvsses. But meat is a sweet remedy for hun„ i ■ 

Siinus. Cow’s milk there is, and store of curdled < ht < .t. 
Ulysses. Bring out:— I would see all belnre I baisvun. 
Silenus. But how much gold will you enga;te to gi\c 
Vlysses. 1 bring no gold, but Bacchic juice. ^ _ 

&7^«w.^Tis lojjg 3 ince these dry lips were wet with wine. 
Ulysses. Maron, the son of the god, pave it me. 

SUenus. Whom I have nursed a baby m my s‘i ms. 

Ulysses. The son of Bacchms, for your c carer kno«!e<ipe. 
Silenus. Have you it now?— or is it in the ship . 

Ulvsses. Old man, this skin contains it, wliieb you see. 
Silenus. Why this would hardly lie a numthttiUot me. 
Ulysses. Nay, twice as much as you can diaw tiom tli<-ni e. 
Silenus. You speak of a ftiir fountain, sweet to me. 

Ulysses. Would you first taste of the unininKit‘u t 
Silenus. ’Tis just— tasting invites the purfbaser. 

Ulysses. Here is the cup, together with tin; skm. 

Silenus. Pour: that the draught may fillip my remembnuin 
Ulysses. Seel 

Silenus. Papaiax! wlmt a sweet simnl it has . 
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The Cyclops 

Ulysses. You see it then ? — 

Silenus. By Jove, no ? but I smell it. 

Ulysses. Taste, that you may not praise it in words only. 

Silenus. Babai ! Great Bacchus calls me forth to dance ! 

Joy 1 joy! 

Ulysses. Did it flow sweetly down your throat ? 

Silenus. So that it tingled to my very nails. 

Ulysses. And in addition I \vill give you gold. 

Silenus. Let gold alofie ! only unlock the cask. 

Ulysses. Bring out some cheeses now, or a young goat. 

Silenus. That will I do, despising any master. 

Yes, let me drink one cup, and I will give 
All that the Cyclops feed upon their mountains.^ 

• *•••.# 

Chorus. Ye have taken Troy and laid your hands on Helen ? 

1 The following continuation of Silenus’s speech, with the further 

completion of the passage, is from WoodhuU’s version. As it shows, 

Shelley adopted the old reading of his text which gave to Silenus the 

subsequent speech of the Chorus before his re-entrance. — 
rd from Leucad^, when completely drunk. 

Into the ocean take a lover’s leap, 

Shutting my eyes. For he who, when he quaffs 
The mantling bowl, exults not, is a madman. 

Through wine new joys our wanton bosoms fire, 

With eager arais we clasp the yielding fair, 

And in the giddy dance forget each ill 

That heretofore assailed us. So I kiss 

The rich potation ; let the stupid Cyclops 

Weep with that central eye which in his front 

Glares horribly. {JSxit Silenus. 

Chorus. Attend : for we must hold 

A long confabulation, O Ulysses. 

Ulysses. We meet each other like old friends. 

Chorus. Was Troy 

By you subdued ? was Helen taken captive ? 

Ulysses. And the whole house of Priam we laid waste. 

Chorus. When ye had seized on that transcendent fair. 

Did ye then all enjoy her in your turn, 

Because she loves variety of husbands ? 

False to her vows, when she the painted greaves 

Around the legs of Paris, on his neck 

The golden chain, beheld, with love deep smitten, 

From Menelaus, best of men, she fled. 

Ah ! would to Heaven no women had been born 
But such as were reserved for my embraces. 

Silenus returning. 

Silenus. See, here arc sheep,” etc. 
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Ulysiet. And utterly destroyed the race of I’nam, 


Siknus. The wanton wretch ! she was bewitdi.-d to 
The many-coloured anklets and tin- <'h;un 
Of woven gold which girt the neck 1 ans, 
And so she left that good man Mem-knee 
There should be no more women in tm- w.ai 
But such as are rcseiawl for me ak-ne.^ ^ 

See, here are sheep, and here arc j'.naN, I n ■■ 
Here are unsparing cheeses ot prei.seU na.K ; 
Take them ; depart with what good sim-.-.I 
■Rirst leavine mv reward, the Ikic-hic th-.v 



Of joy-inspiring grapes. , ,, , 

Uhsm Ah me! Alas! 

What shall we do? the Cyclop.s is at liand 1 
Old man, we perish ! whither can w.- ilv 
Siknus. Hide yourselves quick within that huliuw m. 
Ulysses. ’Twere perilous to fly into th.‘ net, 

Siknus. The cavern has_ recesses numhcrlcss ; 

Hide yourself quick. 

Ulysses. ^ ' 

The mighty Troy would be indfcd di-r'i.e - d 
If I should fly one man. I low many tmirs 
Have I withstood, with .shield iinninvalde, 


Ten thousand Phrygians !— if 1 needs iiuist die, 
Yet will I die with glory j—il 1 live, 

The praise which 1 have gained will yet lema-.n. 
Siknus. What, ho! assustance, comrades, hasie, av 


The Cyclops, Silenus, Ui.y.s.ses ; Chmkon. 

Cyclops. What is this tumult? Bacchus is not here, 

Nor tympanies nor braxen castanets. 

How are my young lambs in the eavein ? Mhi.my; 
Their dams or playing by their skies ? And i 
The new cheese pressed into the bulnt-.li lu ; t 
Speak! I’ll beat some of yon till you r.iin te.n-. - 
Look up, not downwards, when I speak ii> y.-ii. 
Siknus. See! I now gape at Jupiter himsell, 

I stare upon Orion and the stars. 

Cyclops. Well, is the dinner fitly ctHikittl and laiil ? 

Siknus. All ready, if your throat i.i ready too. 

Cyclops. Are the bowls full of milk iMisidcs ? 
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Silenus. ^ ^ O’er-brimming ; 

So you may drink a tunful if you will. 

Cvr/f^/s. Ls ii nwt‘\s milk or cow's milk, or both mixed? — 
Siknus. botli, nithtT ; (ally pray don't swallow me. 
by no nu;ans. 

Wiiat is this (Towd I sec beside the stalls? 

Outlaw;; or thi*‘vcs? for near my cavern-home, 
i s(‘e my young Iambs coupled two by two 
With wilhav bands ; mixed with my cheeses lie 
I'hrir ingjlrmonts ; and this old fellow here 
I las his bald head lirukeu with stripes. 

SiVe/nfS, ^ ^ Ah me ! 

1 luivt; bt^m Ik'hIi’U till I burn with fever. 

<; 4 vvvAc bv whcun? Wlio laid his hst u|Km your head? 
Thus** mon, h«H‘ause I would not sutler them 
'Tt) htcsil your go(als. 

Did not the rascals know 
I am ;i god, sprung from th<^ race of heaven? 

I ti»ld tfuun so, but they bt?rc oH’ your things, 

And att* tin; cheese in spite of all I said, 

And (hunied out the lambs*'" and said, moreover, 
Thry'd pin you down with a three-cubit collar, 

And pull your vitals (mt through your one eye, 
'roHuic yi»iu !>ack with stripes, then binding you, 
d’hriov yisu as iKiUast into the .ship's hold, 

And tlu-n deliver you, a slave, to^move 
luiortmais rocks, or found a vestibule. 

III Ifuth ? Nay, haste, and place in order quickly 
llie i'ookiiiK knives, and heap upon the hearth, 

And kintlle if, a gnsit faggot of wtHHb- 
As soon as they iiri! slaughtered, they shall §U 
IMy belly, broiling warm from the live coals, 

Dr boiled and seethed within the bubbling cauldron., 
I am quill! sick i4 the wild nKnmiain game, 

( If slags aiul lions 1 have gorged raiough, 

And I glow hungry for the flesh of mem 
Sikrtm\ Kay, imtslefi soinrlhiiig new k very pleamnt 
Alter <aie tiling for ever, ami of late 
Vciy fiov simngers have approached our cave. 

* ** l-Mf VI* wetild fuel it In my tortured imimeli, 

Afjd kill uw with tll«« »flttCt.****“WOODitULL- 
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Uhsses. Hear, Cyclops, a plain tale on U.c other side. 

^ We, wanting to buy food, came tu>m uin Mip 
Into the neighbourhood of your cave, and lieic 
This old Silenus gave us in exchange 
These lambs for wine, the which he tat»k and dninli, 
And all by mutual compact, without fon t*. 

There is no word of truth in what lu? says, 

For slily he was selling all your stonn 

Siknuj.U May you perish, wretch - ^ ^ 

Cyclops, I swear by Neptune who .t ih<T, 

By mighty Triton and by Neu'us ulii, 

Calypso and the glaucou.s ocean N\ mphs, 

The sacred waves and all the race ut Ic.ne.s - 
Be these the witnesses, my dear .swci-t m.c.u r, 

My darling little Cyclops, that 1 m-v.-r 

Gave any of your stores to these iaisc .sti.injjins ; — 

If I speak false may those whom most 1 love, 

Mv children, perish wretchedly ! 

Chorus. , There stop! 

I saw him giving these things to the rMianye-f.s. 

If I speak false, then may my fktlici pci i .li. 

But do not thou wrong hospitaliiy. 

Cyclop, You lie ! I swear that he is jiistcr hir 

Than Rhadamanthus- I trust more \n him. 

But let me ask, whence have ye sailed, ( ^ f.trani:ers! 
Who are you ? And what city iHnnished ) r ? 
Ulysses. Our race is Ithacan— having <iestn >vrti 
The town of Troy, the tempests oi the le a 
Have driven us on thy land, O Bo!yphenM\ 

Cyclops, What, have ye shared in the mienviftl 

Of the false Helen, near Scamaruier’s 'd o am ? 
Ulysses. The same, having endureci a wul'ul t‘nL 
Cyclops. Oh, basest expedition! saikai ye not 

From Greece to Phrygia for one womaids sale* ? 
Ulysses. ’Twas the gods^ work— no inorUii was in laud, 

But, 0 great offspring of the ocean king,, 

We pray thee and admonish thee with In-eik mi, 
That thou dost spare thy frientls^ who vimi ihre, 
And place no impious food wiihtii thy jaws. 

For in the depths of Greece m* have upiearrti 
Temples to thy great father, which luv all 
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His homes. I’hc sucred bay of Tajnanis 
Remains inviolate, and each dim recess 
Scoo[H‘d high on the Malean promontory, 
x\n(i airy Suniinu’s silver-veined crag, 

Whi<'h tlivine Pallas keeps imi)rofaned ever, 
lln; (lorastian asylums, and whatever 
Within wide (hrece our enterprise has kept 
Krtan Phrygian t'ontumely ; and in which 
Vou havi‘ a common <’are, for ytni inhabit 
skirts of (Jrec'ian land, under the roots 
Of .’Rtna and its erags, spothal with fire. 

'Purn then to ('unv(*rse umlt,*r human laws, 

KtnaW’e us shipwrecked .su()pliants, and provide 
Food, clothes, and hre, and hospitable gifts ; 

Nor hxing tiptm oxtm pier<'ing spits 
Our limbs, fill your belly and yotir jaws. 

Priam’s wide laud has widijwrai Oreec-e <*nough ; 

Aiui weapon winged murder heaped togf,ahcr 
Knough of dea<l, and wives an* husband less, 

And aueient w<mH'n and gray fathers wail 
I'heir efuldlesss age -if you slunikl roast the rest 
Ami *tis a hitter feast that yrnt prefiare, 

Where tht'u wouhi any turn? Vet be persuaded 
Fore go the lust of your jaw hiau* ; prefer 
Pious humanity to wi<'ke<l will : 
iMany have liought too dear limir evil joys, 

Sikfius, Ltd me lulvise you, iio not span* a niorst*! 

Of all his flesh. If ymi should eat his longue 
You would hi'eoine most eloipient, O i'yelops. 

Cydfs. Weiilth, mv goitd fellow, is the wise mans god, 

At! oihei things are a pretence and boast 
What are my talluT's oeean pi'oinontoricH, 

1'lie sacFt'ti loi'ks where* m he dw*dls to me? 
Ktranget I laugh siaan |tm*s thundeilailt, 

I know imt that tiis sirrngilt is nam* than mine. 

As ti* the rr*si I rare not ; Wlien he |ii#urs 
Rain toen iilaive, I have a riose pavilion 
ruder this r*«k, in which I lie supine, 

Feasting on a roast raff or mmw wild beast, 

And driiikiiig j'lsuw of milk, md glorbusly 
Kinulaling ihe tbuiiilrr nf high heaven, 

And W’lirn the *rhriie»n mim fWfuri down the snow, 
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I wrap my body in the skins of beasts, 

Kindle a fire, and bid the snow whirl on. 

The earth, by force, whether it will or no, 

Bringing forth grass, fattens my flocks and herds, 
Which, to what other god but to myself 
And this great belly, first of deities, 

Should I be bound to sacrifice? I well know 
The wise man’s only Jupiter is this, 

To eat and drink during his little day, 

And give himself no care. And as for those 
Who complicate with laws the life of man, 

I freely give them tears for their reward. 

I will not cheat my soul of its delight, 

Or hesitate in dining upon you 
And that I may be quit of all demands, 

These are my hospitable gifts fierce fire 
And yon ancestral cauldron, wliich o’erbubbling 
Shall finely cook your miseralrle flesh. 

Creep in ! — ^ 

• • • • # • 

Ufyssiss, Ai 1 ai 1 I have escaped the Trojan toils, 

I have escaped the sea, and now i fail 
Under the cruel grasp of one impious man. 

0 Pallas, mistress, goddess, sprung from Jove, 
Now, now, assist me! Mightier toils tlian d'roy 
Are these ; — I totter on the chasms of fieril ; — 
And thou who inhabitest the thrones 
Of the bright stars, look, hospitable Jove* 

Upon this outrage of thy deity, 

Otherwise be considered as no god I 

C horns {alone). 

For your gaping gulph, and your gullet widt; 

The ravin is ready on every side, 

The limbs of the strangers arc cooked an<l 
There is boiled meat, and roast meat, anti im 
from the coal. 

You may chop it, and tear it, and gnasli it for ivm, 
An hairy goatVskin contains the whole. 

Let me but escape, and ferry me o’er 
The stream of your wrath to a safer sliore. 

* ** X® adorn my table, aiul imnluctt 
Delicious meals to cheer my gloomy cave, 

Such as a god can relish.*^ 
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The Cyclops /Etnean is cruel and bold, 

He murders the strangers 
That sit on his hearth, 

And dreads no avengers 
d'o rise from the earth. 

He rousts the men before they are cold, 

He snatches them broiling from the coal, 

And from the cauldron j)ull.s them wliole, 

And minces their flesh and gnaws their bone 
VVitli !hs cnrscd teeth, till all be gone, 
foul pavilion : 
luirewt‘ll, rites of dread I 
'rhe, Cyclops vermilion, 

slaughter uncloying, 

Now feasts on llie dead, 

In tlu‘. flesh of strangers joying! 

UIj>*sses. O jupit<‘r ! I saw within the cave 

Horrible things ; deeds to be feigned in words, 
but not to be believed as being doiuc 
Ck&rus. What ! sawest tluni the impious Polyplieiue 
l^'easiinit ujxai your loved companions now? 

Uiysses, two, the plumpest of the crowd, 

Hir gras]H-<i them in his hands.~ * 

Ch&ms, Unhappy man ! * 

Ufyssfs. Siion as we cmne into this craggy place, 

Kindling a fire, he cast on the bnad hearth 
llu‘ knotty limbs an enormous oak, 

Three waggoiv loads at least, ami then he strewed 
Upon the grouiul, beside the red firelight, 

His eouch o| pine leaves; and he milked tlui cows, 
Ami poming forth tlic‘ white milk, filled a bt)wl 
'rhree cubits wide and four in depth, as much 
As wtmki ctJiilain ten amplame, ami iKnind it 
Wii!^ ivy wreaths; then plami upon the fire 
A bra/en pot to taal, ami made nal liot 
Hie ptiints of spits, not sharpenetl with the sickle 
But with a fruit tree Imuglu and with the jaws 
Of axes fi»r Aitnmm skiighteringsP 

» liaw did ya« l^ir, O aiimiibk awn, 

The%« enid aatmgei f Wooimiu.u 
* I cmkm I da iwt aademltad ihli. 
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And when this god-abandoned cook of h. il 
Had made all ready, he seized two ot us 
And killed them in a kind of mcasun-d inainu r ; 

For he flung one against the brazen nvct.-, 

Of the huge cauldron, and seized the i <\.l let 
By the foot’s tendon, and knocked out .us luanis 

Upon the sharp edge of the craggy stone : 

Then peeled his flesh with a great k-.ng knite 
And put him down to roast. '1 he "theirs uuos 
He chopped into the cauldroii to In- b.ii.ru. 

And I, with the tears raining fnun uiy (■ye:;, 

Stood near the Cyclops, ininistenng to hua ; 

The rest, in the re<;cs.sc,s of the eavi-, 

Clung to the rock like bats, blumiless iviih Icir. 
When he was filled with ray ronipanions' tie h, 

He threw himself upon the ground and :.eut 
A loathsome exhalation from his maw. 

Then a divine thought came to me. I tilled 
The cup of Maron, and I otfeifd him 
To taste, and said;— “Child of the tt. ean ( b.d, 
Behold what drink the vines of Creeec jiiodm e, 

The exultation and the joy of Ha.'ehu!.." 

He, satiated with his unnatural food. 

Received it, .and at one draught drank it off. 

And taking my hand, praised me : “ 'l ie c.i b.e.t given 

A sweet draught after a sweet meal, dear gue:.'. 

And I perceiving that it pleased him, fdU'd 
Another cup, well knowing that the wiiu- 
Would wound him soon and t.ake a wne revritg". 
And the charm fascinated him, and I 
Plied him cup after cup, until the drink 
Had warmed his entrails, and he saiit; alnuil 
In concert with my wailing fellow seamm 
A hideous discord — and the cavern ning. 

I have stolen out, so that if you will 
You may achieve my safety and yonr own. 

But say, do you desire, or not, to (ly 
This uncompanionable man, and tlw. ll 
As was your wont among the ( Irfeian N > mpl.v 
Within the fanes of your heioved gud i 
Your father there within agrei's to it,_ 

But he is weak and overcome with winr, 
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And caught as if with bird-lime by the cup, 

He claps his wings and crows in doting joy. 

You who are young escape with me, and find 
Bacchus your ancient friend ; unsuited he 
To this rude Cyclops- 

Chorus. Oh my dearest friend, 

That I could see that day, and leave for ever 
The impious Cyclops.^ 

• • ■ . • • t 

Ulysses. Listen then what a punishment I have 
For this fell monster, how secure a flight 
From your hard servitude. 

Chorus. O sweeter far 

Than is the music of an Asian lyre 
Would be the news of Polypheme destroyed. 

Ulysses. Delighted with the Bacchic drink he goes 
To call his brother Cyclops — who inhabit 
A village upon ^tna not far off. 

Chorus. I understand, catching him when alone 

You think by some measure to dispatch him, 

Or thrust him from the precipice. 

Ulysses. ^ Oh no ; 

Nothing of that kind ; my device is subtle. 

Chorus. How then ? I heard of old that thou wert wise. 
Ulysses. I will dissuade him from this plan, by saying 
It were unwise to give the Cyclopses 
This precious drink, which if enjoyed alone 
Would make life sweeter for a longer time. 

When vanquished by the Bacchic power, he sleeps, 
There is a trunk of olive wood within, 

Whose point having made sharp with this good sword 
I will conceal in fire, and when I see 
It is alight, will fix it, burning yet. 

Within the socket of the Cyclops’ eye 
And melt it out with fire — as when a man 
Turns by its handle a great augur round, 

Fitting the framework of a ship with beams, 

So will I, in the Cyclops’ fiery eye 

Turn round the brand and dry the pupil up. 

* , . . . . “ For we long 

Have been deprived of the enlivening bowl, 

Nor entertain a single hope of freedom.” — WOODHULL, 
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T , T ^tmmadwithjoyat ymudt'vice. 

Owms. Joy ! 1 you, my frioncLs, an<! t - 

Ulysses. hollow doptli of cmr hhu k ;-l 

-with double strokes from this dn 

ri, Vi sls in libations to a god, 

CW May I, him with tlm ml 

anare 1 some communion in lus w. ■ 

rr/ ^ rfhtlSss : the brand is a great hi and n 
Sufi tvould lift an hundred wa..,m.n he, 
CAorus. Oh . nest I could .scoop llu; o>-- 

Of the <3. €5 tested Cyclops. 

^^""veknow the close devin:- . and when 1 

T nnV ve o^bey the masters at tiie nalt, 

I^^llnot save myself ami hvtve behind 
My comrades in the cave: I might cm up.-, 
Having oh:,, un- i.-. . ■„ 

But ’twere unjust to leave in tod ,,itdv 
ThP dear companions who suiuni iuoc \v.?. 


ui n 
i!\ 


nut . 


all, 


C/i^rus. 

Comes I who is first, that witli hi% h;a!ul 
Will nrge down the !>uininL: hr.isul 
Through the lids, and qnma h ami pit f ri* 
The Cyclops' eye so hcry luarc- ? 

Sismkhortis L ( tviihin . ) 

Listen ! listen ! he is coining, 

A most hideous discord Imnitiiitu!, 
Drtm’keii, museless^ awkward, yalling, 
Far along his rocky ilwclling ; 

Let xis w‘ith some comic spci! 

Teach the yet tinteiirhaldt*. 

By all means he nnisl he Idiiidrd 
If my council Ire Init minditl 


Smkkmis IL 

Happy those made lalorous 

■\Vith the dew which swcri grapes wrrp, 
To tlie village hastening thus, 

Seelc the vines that srKithr to 
Ha-ving first embmeed itiv frirrii!, 
There in luxury witlioul mil, 
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With the strings of yellow hair, 

Of thy voluptuous leman fair, 

Shalt sit playing on a bed I— 

Speak what door is opened? 

Cj‘do/>s, 

I la ! ha 1 ha ! Tni full of wine, 

Ih'avy with tlu^ joy divine, 

With the young feast oversated, 

Like a merchant’s vessel freiglited 
the water's talge, iny crop 
Ls laden to th(? gullet’s top, 

'^hc^ Irtish meadtnv grass of spring 
IVuipts me forth thus watnlering 
I'o my brothtjrs on tlu' monntaim;, 

Wlio shall sliare the wiiu-’s swcmT Kmnta'ms. 
Bring iiu‘ cask, (.) stranger, bring! 

^ C^tuvs. 

Oie* with i'Vtcs the fairest 
('ometh from his dwelling 
Some one* loves thee, rarest, 

Bn'ght beyond niy telling, 

Iii thy grat e thou shiimst 
Like stum* nymph tliviuest, 

In her eav»*rJis dewy 
All tteliglils ptirsue thee. 

Soon pietl flowers, swe<i breathing, 

Shall lliy head be wre.tllung. 

Listen, O C!yeiopa, for I am well skilled 
Itt llarilnis, wliont I gave thee of to drink. 

Cyrkps. What soft of god is llarehus then ueciHitUed? 
///iw.o Hie greatest among mm for joy of life, 

I giilpl him down with very great ili‘hghL 
/ ?mVc 'litis is II got! wliti never htjureH men, 

€ ydips. firm* tioes the gt*d like living in ii skin? 
i//rsu<, He is etinimi wherever he is }nit 
f Vr/e/c (UhU staailii not have their bidy in ii skim 
if lie gives Jtiy, what is his skin lo you ? 
tydfs. I tiale the skin, tmi lovw the wine within, 

^Uif here, now drink, and make ymir spirit glad 
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C^ciqps, 

Ufysses. 


and 


chould I iiot share this liquour with my brothers ? 
?Zv it yourself, and be more honoured so. 

e^e more useful, givmg to my friends 
But village mirth breeds contests, broils, 

drunk none shall lay hands on me— 

man is better within doors. _ 

^ivfs^s. fool, ^ho drinking, loves not niirth. 

CyciGps. He . ^ 1^0 drunk, remains at home. 

Silenus? Shall I stay? , 

Cyciops. JJf2_for what need have you of pot companions? 
CyctL Indeed this place is closely carpeted 

tv ith flowers an gra sun-warm noon 

Silenus Lfo beside me now, 

Placing your mighty sides upon the ground 
Cydopl\\^^ do you put the cup behind me for? 
c-f; ^ jouch it. 

StUnus. That no one Thievish one ! 

Cydops.^^^ ^ant to drink ;-here place it in the midst 
And thou, 0 stranger, tell how art thou called? 
?7/vrr« \ry name is Nobody, mat favour now 
' Shall I receive to praise you at your hands? 

T’U feast on you the last of your companions. 
^2 ■ YoulSnt yom guest a fair reward, O Cyclops. 
CvdJls. Ha! what is this? Stealing the wine, 
rogue! 

Siknus. It was this stranger kissing me because 
I looked so beautiful 

Cydop. . You shall repent 

For kissing the coy -mne that loves you not. 
Sikntis. By Jupiter ! you said that I am fair. 

Cvciaps. Pour out, and only give me the cup luli. 

Sihnni How is it mixed ? let me observe. 

Cyclop, Curse you! 

Give it me so. 

Siknus. Not till I see you wear 

That coronal, and taste the cup to you. 

Cyclops. Thou wily traitor ! 

Siknus. fire wine is sweet. _ 

Ay, you will roar if you are caught in drinking. 
Cyclops. See now, my lip is clean and all my beard. 


you 
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Stlenus. Now put your elbow right and drink again. 

As you see me drink — . . . ‘ 

Cyclops. How now? 

Stlenus. Ye gods, what a delicious gulp ! 

Cyclops. Guest, take it you pour out the wine for me. 
Ulysses. Tlui wine is well accustomed to my hand. 

Cyclops. Pour out the wine ! 

Ulysses. ^ silent. 

Cyclops .biUmce is a hard ta.sk to him who drinks. 

Ulysses. 'Pakii it and drink it off ; leave not a dreg. 

Oh, ttiat tht! drinker died with his own draught ! 
Cyclops, p'apai ! the vine mu.st be a sapient plant. 

Ulysses If you <lrink much after a mighty fetist. 

Moistening your thirsty maw, you will sleep well ; 

If you leave aught, Bacchus will dry you up. 
Cyclops. Ho! i'o ! I c.m .scarce rise. What pure delight 1 
^ The heavens and earth appear to wliirl about 
Gonfvisedly. I see the throne of Jove 
And the clear congregation of the gods. 

Now if the Gr.'tees tempted me to kiss 
1 would not, for the loveliest of them all 
1 would not leave this Ganytnctle. 

Siknus. . 

1 am the Ganymede of Jupiter. 

Clyclops. By Jove you are; I bore you off from Dardanus. 


Vfysses and the Chorus. 

Ulysses. Gome, boys of Baeduis, children of high race, 
'Phis man within is folded up in slud>> 

And SOI in will vomit llesli from his fell^niaw ; 

The brand under the. sheti ihrust.s out its smoke, 
Ko premration needs, but to burn out 
‘ The monster’s eye. ; - but bear yourselves like men. 
Chorus. IVe will have courage like the adamant rock, 

All things arc ready lor you here ; go in, 


, , , .0 *ml imiwtc 

My (vrry genttre.**— Wooouoi.t-. 


\KxU Cvci,oiw. 


AVA-wwi. U«!n await* me. .k. 

Ahme! IfremlhUilecp .h.«i^n ^ 

Tlw m<»t aWMOwtl efftfei*."— woomttji.i- 



i8 Euripides 


Ulysses 


Before our father shall perceive the noise. 

Vulcan, ^tnean king ! burn out with fire 
The shining eye of this thy neighbouring monster 1 
And thou, 0 sleep, nursling of gloomy night, 
Descend unmixed on this god-hated beast, 

And suffer not Ulysses and his comiades, 
Returning from their famous Trojan toils, 

To perish by this man, who cares not either 
For god or mortal ; or I needs must think 
That Chance is a supreme divinity. 

And things divine are subject to her power. 


Chorus. 

Soon a crab the throat will seize 
Of him who feeds upon his guest. 

Fire will burn his lamp-like eye 
In revenge of such a feast ! 

A great oak stump now is lying 
In the ashes yet undying. 

Come, Maron, come ! 

Raging let him fix the doom, 

Let him tear the eyelid up 
Of the Cyclops— that his cup 
May be evil 1 

Oh ! I long to dance and revel 
With sweet Bromian, long desired, 

In loved ivy wreaths attired ; 

Leaving this abandoned home-— 

Will the moment ever come ? 

Ulysses. Be silent, ye wild things ! Nay, hold your peace, 
And keep your lips quite close ; dare not to l:)reathe, 
Or spit, or e’en wink, lest ye wake the monster, 

Until his eye be tortured out with fire. 

Chorus. Nay, we are silent, and we chaw the air. 

Ulysses. Come now, and lend a hand to the great stake 
Within— it is delightfully red hot. 

Chorus. You then command who first should seize the stake 
To burn the Cyclops’ eye, that all may share 
In the great enterprise. 

Semi. I. ■. We are too far, 

We cannot at this distance from the door 
Thrust fire into his eye. 
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Semi //, And we just now 

Have become lame ; cannot move hand or foot, 
Ckorus. The same thing Ims occurred to us,— our ankles 
Are sprained with standing here, I know not how. 
Ulysses, What, si)rained with standing still ? 

C/wms, And there is dust 

Or ashes in our eyes, I know not whence. 

Ufysses. (\)war<jly (logs ! ye will not aid me then? 
eywr^/s. With pitying my own back and my back bone, 
And with nut wishing all my teeth knocked out, 
'Fliis ('owardice come-s of itself— but .stay, 

1 know a famous Orphic incantation 
'fo make, tlu^ brand stick of its own accord 
Into th(^ skull of this one-eyed son of ICarth. 
Ulysses, Of old I knew ye tlnis l)y nature; now 
I know y(! ' I will use the aid 

Of my own ('omrades y(‘t though weak of ham! 
Speak <‘lu*erfully, that so ye may awaken 
1'ho oourage of my huiuls with your blithe words, 
Clim4S. This I will do with peril of my life, 

And blind you with my exhortations, Cyclops. 
Hasten and thrust, 

Ami parch up to dust, 

Tiu‘ eye of the beast, 

Who feeds on his guest, 
burn atid blind 
TUv /Ktnean hind! 

SetKjp am! draw, 

but beware lest he claw 

Vour limbs near his maw. 

C}Yk/s, Ah me I my eyesight is parched up to cinders. 
C/hrm, What a sweet p;ean I sing nm that again ! 

Ah me I imietal, what mnt has fallen upon me I 
but wretejnil notliings, think ye not to flee 
Out id this rock ; I, standing at the outlet, 

Will bar the way ami catch yoti m you |mss, 
C/mms, What are ym roaring m% Cyclops ? 
cyrk/^s, ^ I perish ! 

Ckm4S, lojr you arc wicked. 

Cwlifs, And besides miserahle. 

Churns, WImt, did you fall into the fire when dniiik ? 
OWe/j, ^Twas Nobixly destroy^ ma 
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Why then no one 


Chorus. 

Can be to blame. 

Cyclops. I 

\Vho blinded me. . .. . 

Why then you are not blind. 

Cyclops. I wish you were as blind as I am. 

Chorus. 


Nav, 


'it cannot be that no one made you bli.ub 
Cyclops. You jeer me; where, I ask, is hohudy ? 

Chorus. Nowhere, 0 Cyclops, ^ 

Cyclois. It was that stranger ruined me the w reti 
^ First gave me wine and then burnt out iny eye, 
For wine is strong and hard to struggle with. 
Have they escaped, or are they yet within . 
Chorus. They stand under the darknes.s ot the toek 

And cling to it. . , , , , > 

Cyclops. At my right hand or Itll ? 

Chorus. Close on your right. 

Cyclops. Where 

Choms. Near the rock itsell. 

You have them. 

Cyclops. Oh, misfortune on misfortune ! 

I’ve cracked my skull. 

CJiorus. Now they escaiie you th 

Cyclops. Not there, although you say so. 

Choms. Not on Hum. 

Cyclops. Where then ? 

Chorus. They creep about you on your 

Cyclops. Ah ! I am mocked ! They jo''r me in my ill- 
Chorus. Not there! he is a little there beyond you. 
Cyclops. Detested wretch ! where are you ? ^ 

Ulysses. 1' 

I keep with care this body of I iyssfs, 

Cyclops. What do you say? You proffer a new nanu'. 
Ulysses. My father named me so ; and I have taken 
A full revenge for your unnatural feast ; 

I should have done ill to have burned 
Troy 

And not revenged the murder of iny mminuln. 
Cyclops. Ai ! ai 1 the ancient oracle h acc’oni|diNhfH| ; 
It said that I should have my eyestglH biiiitlrtl 
By you coming from Troy, yet it furcndil 


i!re. 


IrU. 


Vi tU 
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That you should pay the penalty for this 
By wandering long over the homeless sea. 
Ufysses. I hid thee weep — consider what I say, 

I go towards the shore to drive my ship 
To mine own land, o'er the Sicilian wave. 
Cyclops. Not so, if whelming you with this huge stone 
I can crush you and all your men together ; 

I will descend upon the shore, though blind, 
Groping my way adown the steep ravine. 
Chorus. And we, the shipmates of Ulysses now, 

Will serve our Bacchus all our happy lives. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA 


Polydorb’s Ghost, 

Hecuba. 

Chorus of Captive Trojan 
Dames. 

POLYXKNA- 


Ulysses. 

Fematk Attendantof IIrcoba 
Agamemnon, 

POI.YMEHTOR. 

Talthybius, 


Thracian CintRSONisoij, 


The Ghost of Polyoore, 

Leaving the cavern of the dead, and f;aies 
Of darkness, where from all the apart 
Dwells Pluto, come I Polydore, lh«‘ 

Of Hecuba from royal Cisseus sprung,, 

And Priam, who, when danger thrcatenrti ‘ffoy, 
Fearing his city by the Grecian arms 
Would be laid low in dust, frmn ldirygia*s realm 
In privacy conveyed me to the house 
Of Polymestor, of his Thracian fritmti, 

Who tills the Chersonesu.s’ fruitful soil, 

Ruling a nation famed for gentTous strf'ds ; 

But secretly, with me, abundant golil 
My father sent, that his surviving children 
Might lack no sustenance, if Ilioifs walk 
Should by the foe be levelled with thtt grifund. 

I was the youngest of all Priam’s stats, 

By stealth he therefore sent me from iltc realm ; 
Nor could my feeble arm sustain the shield, 

Or launch the javelin ; but wliik* yet mil ire 
Each ancient landmark on our frontiers sioml, 
The turrets of the Phrygian state rernainetl 
Unshaken, and my brotlmr Hetlork spear 
Prospered in battle ; nurtured by ilm iiiim 
Of Thrace, my fathers friend, I, wreldied yc»ut!i, 
Grew like a vigorous scion. Bui when Troy, 
.When Hector failed, when my |mtcrniil doiim 



Hecuba 23 

^Vas from its basis rtmt, and Priam’s self, 

My aged fatherj at the altar bled 

^viiich to tlu^ gods his pious hands had reared, 

buU'hen^d by <‘urst Acliilles^ ruthless son; 

Me, bis uulK 4 )py guest, iny father’s friend 
mrw for the sake of gold, and having slain, 

Phingrd nut intt) tint soa, that he might keep 
riu).se tn^asures in his house. My breathless corse, 
In various uddic^s l)y the. rising waves 
(,)f o(a*au lost, li{‘.s on tlie craggy shore, 

Ibuvept, unburii'ti. but by filial love 
hbr Hecuba now prompted, f aseend 
A tilsemlHJtlied ghost, anti thriee have stten 
The nunning tlawn, to (Hiersonesus land, 

Siiu'e. my unhapjiy mother e.-mut from ‘Troy. 

But all the Hrt'eian army, in their ships, 

Hert‘ aneluning on tins coast t»f 'Thraca: remain 
huietive ; for ap[)earing on Ids tomb 
Achilles, BelcusHstm, rt^strained the troops, 

Who honu'ward else, !uid steered their barks, and 
claims 

Bolyxeuit my sister, as a victim 

Most preeii)us at his sepulchre to bleed ; 

Anti her will he obtain, unr will his fri<‘nds 
Withluikl the gift ; for faU^ this day dec'ree.s 
'Fhat slic sludl die: my !uother must behold 
'Fwo of her slauglUeretl children’s corses, mine, 

And this unliappy maitF.s ' that in a tomb ^ 

I may Ijc haigeti, wlutre the firm beacli rtssists 
waves, I to her servant will appear, 

Sinee. from die powers of hell I have obtained 
'Ftie privih'ge o{ honnuralde interment, 

Arui that a mealier s hand these riti^s perform: 

I shall iieeomplish what my sou! tlesireti 
But on the agcnl 1 1 emihaVi approach, 

Ihir hciiee must I reUeitl ; for from the tent 
Of Agamemnon slie comes forth, iilarmed 
By my pah: speetre. (1 my wretched mother, 

How aft dam lorn from jirineely rcicifi lo view 
lifrtir of servitude I wbal $iid reverse 
C^f loriiiiie ! siniie malignant $ml hath balanced 
11iy present misery ’gainil thy former bliss. [£.viA 
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Hecuba. a^/rf^^TROjAi.a^M.sKt.s 

, .. vin'ins. 


Hecuba. ^ u-ad me 

ffecuh. : 0 ye n)"nphs c,f 'rruy. 

Support y°;;^fiXld^uy ’tullcring fru.nc. 

Md take me I ,striv,= 

^dv°mc?to quicken. O ye ligHtnings 
o/toS o Night in tenfold darkness wrapt. 

SJSch terrific phantoms from my cot ch 

orn T seared ? Thou vencral .le c.u th, 
yaSnHf dreams that flit <m rav<« wu.g ; 

The Ssfon I abhor, which Im. sleep 

This night have seen. 

S toToryxena my dearest daughter ; 

T tno clearly saw and undetMooU 
The meaning of that dreadlul ^P'«‘'“'“ i 
Ye tutelary gods ol this domain, 

Preserve the only anchor of our house, _ 

Mv son who dw^ls in 'I'hracian lieUls. nei spread 

wKnotprotectedbyhisfaiier's^^r^^^^^^^^^ 

Some fresh event awaits us, =«|d me < u. 

By accents most unwclconu: ! ' ' ' " 

Of wretchedness he wounded ; til the. hour, 

Bv such incessant horrors, such aianu'.. 

My soul was never seized. \'hcri- -.haU m.-vt 

The soul of Helenus, on whom till- g<'d ^ 

Bestowed prophetic gifts, yc ^ 

Where my Cassandra to tinliiUi tht dn aiiu 

S bloody fangs 1 saw aw. I, who slew 

A dappled hind, which forcil >!y he t. u « 

From these reluctant arms, and wluu mcrc.iM-d 
My fears, was this—Achilles spm'tu* sulki d 
Upon the summit of his tmnh, an.l churned 
A gift, some niiscrahle 'rroja« *;ai'h''c. 

You therefore I imphire, yc gods, a wit 
Such doom from my loved daughter. 

Choru.s, Hkcuiia. 


C/iorus. 


I. 

To thee, 0 Hecuba, with brcalhless speed, 


I to iliei^ 
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Fly from the tents of our imperious lords, 

Where I by lot have been assigned, and doomed 
To be a slave, driven by the pointed spear 
From Troy ; by their victorious arms the Greeks 
Have made me captive : nothing can I bring, 

Thy sorrows to alleviate ; but to thee 
Laden with heaviest tidings am I come 
The herald of affliction. For 'tis said, 

Greece in full council hath resolved thy daughter 
A victim to Achilles shall be given. 

The warrior mounting on his tomb, thou know’st, 
Appeared in golden armour, and restrained 
The fleet just ready to unfurl its sails, 

Exclaiming, Whither would ye steer your course, 
Ye Greeks, and leave no offering on my grave ? ” 

A storm of violent contention rose, 

And two opinions in the martial synod 
Of Greece went forth ; the victim, some maintained, 
Ought on the sepulchre to bleed, and some 
Such offering disapproved. But Agamemnon, 

Who shares the bed of the Prophetic Dame, 
Espoused thy interest ; while the sons of Theseus, 
Branches from the Athenian root, discussed 
The question largely in each point of view, 

But in the same opinion both concurred, 

And said that never should Cassandra’s love 
To great Achilles’ valour be preferred ; 

Equally balanced the debate still hung, 

When he, that crafty orator, endued 

With sweetest voice, the favourite of the crowd, 

Laertes’ son, persuaded all the host, 

Not to reject the first of Grecian chiefs, 

And yield the preference to a victim slave ; 

Lest some vindictive ghost, before the throne 

Of Proserpine arising, might relate 

How Greece, unmindful of her generous sons. 

Who nobly perished for their native land, 

From Ilion’s fields departed. In a moment 
Ulysses will come hither, from thy breast 
And aged arms to drag the tender maid. 

But to the temples, to the altars, go, 

In suppliant posture clasp Atrides’ knees, 
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ke tbe gods of heaven and hell beneath, 
p ^either thou wilt by thy prayers avert 
Th- daughter’s fate, else must thou at the tomb 
P hold the virgin fall distained mth gore, 

pushing from her neck a crimson stream. 

I nrr-^tch that I am ! ah me ! what clamorous sounds, 
W ^rords, what plaints, what dirges shall I find, 
Evoressive of the anguish which I feel ? 

Onorest by miserable old age, bowed down 
Under a load of servitude too heavy 
T be endured : what sanctuary remains, 
mat valiant race, what city will protect me ? 

The hoary Priam is no more, my sons 
Are oow no more. Or to this path, or that, 

Shall I direct my steps ? or whither go ? 
mere shall I find some tutelary god ? 

Ye Pbrygian captives, messengers of ill, 

0 ye who with unwelcome tidings fraught^ 

Come hither, ye have ruined me. The orb 
Of day shall never rise to fill this breast 
With any comfort more. Ye luckless feet, 

Bear an infirm old woman to the tent 
Of our captivity. Come forth, my daughter, 

Come forth and listen to thy mother’s voice, 

That tbou may’st know the rumour I have heard, 

In wbich thy life is interested. 


Folyxena, Hecuba, Chorus. 

P^iyx, O mother, 

What mean you by those shrieks ? what fresh event 
Proclaiming, from my chamber, like a bird, 

Have you constrained me, urged by fear, to speed 
My flight ? 

mcuda. Ah, daughter ! 

With foreboding voice, 

Why do you call me ? these are evil omens. 

Alas 1 thy life, Polyxena. 

Faiyx, Speak out, 

Nor aggravate the horrors yet untold 
By long suspense. I fear, 0 mother, much 
I "fear. What mean those oft repeated groans ? 

Hecuba. Tbon child of a most miserable mother I 
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F(7lyx. Why speak you thus ? 

Jflecidm. The Greeks, with one consent, 

Resolve that on the tontb of Peleus’ son 
Thou shall Im sacrificed 

^ What houn<!l(:‘s.s woes 

Are tliestt whi<ii tf) your daughter you announce ! 
Yet, () iny mother, with the tale pro<‘<‘ed. 

Of a ini)st !iorri!)le report I sjieak, 

Whi<di says, that, by the surrrag(j of tiie Greeks, 

It is r«‘S(»lved to takf* away thy Iif(\ 

/Wr.v. O, my tinhappy nmtht'r, do<nned to sufirr 

Wnmvy. the most dreadful, dofuued to lead a life 
Of utter wretehedness : what gritnauis curse, 

Such as un latipuage can t^xjua^ss, on yott 
Hath somo malignant thumm hurled f no mum 
fkin r, your fiausdittuy sliam the galling yrike 
Of servitude with yotir forlorn olli age*; ' 

For iikt' soine lion s wludp, or hcifcr'hrenl 
Upfui the nuumtains, hunied from yentr mans 
Shall you hchohl me, and with severed head 
Camsigticd tc^ Pluttfs suhtcrnnKHnis realms 
Of (larktiess, there anunig tin; silent flead, 
retch that I am, shall I Im laid. Hiese tears 
Of Ihlter lamentatifm I for you, 

For you, O imither, slunl ; hut my own life 
nussl not, nor the shame, nor fatal stroke, 

For I in death a happitT lot ohf;un. 

CfimiS, To thee, O lleeuha* with hmiy step 

ilehok! Ulysses some lunv message lirings, 

Ulyssks, lIj'.etmA, Pon-vxKN^a, Gn*'iHns, 

IWssfs, Though 1 presume the foimsrh ctf our irt'ops 
And their tlecision are already known 
To thee* O wiimitn, yri musi I repeat 
I1d unweleoiite tidings i at Aeliiltes’ tomb, 

Folyxeiiii, ihy diiughier, have the ^,♦reeka 
Restilved to slay ; me to attend the virgin 
Have they commanded ; tnu Artiilles* $m 
Is at the ttltitf ileniinrd ici preside, 

And he the prim, Kmm^m thm thy duty then ? 
(Anmtriiin m not to «l»g her from ihoae iirnis 
With vkiknrr, nnr strive wiili me ; bin learn 
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The « ere wretched, 

For there IS Wisdom, e en wne 

In following reason s dicta , 

Hecuha. /qt-AijHful strucfffle is at hand, 

I <Hcd®5iot at the time I ought to diu, 

S“te' r'f’ma'I'e'JS ti greater, 

wlelS ttr I am, rhau f, '? ™«“' 

But if a slave, ^}||°j|’°‘qJgg\ions doth propose, 

Or keen reproach, her qutstK> t 

StaS"r;«Sue-'''»e , ai— 

gr;,, for I wirlreaf 

Will grant thee time, y,„ erst 

.JS?:sr^rMVtr 

My inmost heart mas to 
0ecuba. 

And told me only. .,,r„„„.a 

I can ne’er forget 

^ into what danger I was fallen. 

You in a lowly posture did enihiaee. _ 

i; togt'^lS our^a disndssea yo 

Ulysses. Hence I the solar beams yet 

^''“^‘'bid you then hold, when subject to my power ? 
Ufysses. Full many were the words whu'h 1 d< a 
To save mv Ufe. 

meuia. not ymuv guilt appear 

From your own counsels ? I'liough yout tt unpie 
The generous treatment you from me received 
No benefit on me do you confer. 

But strive to harm me. 0 ungratefiu rare 

Of men, who aim at popular applause 

By your smooth speeches; would to Ucavin i 


a VO 
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Had known yon, for ye heed not how ye wound 
Your friends, whene’er ye can say ought to win 
llie erow^d. ?>iit what pretence could they devise 
For sentencing this virgin to be slain ? 

Arc they constrained by fate, with human victims, 

I'o <lrcnch ilu: tomb on w^hich they ratlter ought 
To sacrifiet^ the steer? or doth Achilles 
Demand iicr litc with justice, to retaliate 
Slaughter on them who slaughtered ? But to him 
Hatii she done nought injurious. He should claim 
Helen as victim at his tomb, for she 
His ruin <^ause<l by leading him to Troy. 

If it was mrdftd that some cho.setn captive 
Distinguislual by transcendent charms should die, 
We w(‘re not meant ; tlu!: perfidious daughter 
Of dy^tdarus is most heaut<M>us, and her crimes 
To ours at least are etpial. Justice only 
In this debate' supports me : hear liow large 
Tlu^ debt whieh \is your <iuty to re|iay 
On my petition : ytm confess you tou(‘luHl 
I^ly hand, and tliese my aged chta’ks, in dust 
Orov(*ning a suppliant ; yours i now omhnirt*^ 

From you tlu* kindness wlntdn 1 erst l)e.stowed 
Again implortg and sue to you : O ttar not 
My dauglUer from thtsse arms, nor slay the maid : 
ISutlieient is the number of the slain. 

In her i yet rejoice, in her forget 

My mmn ; she, for the loss of many children, 

Ckaisoles me, I in her a country find, 

A nurse, a staff, a guitle. The mighty ought not 
To issue liiwlesH mandates, nor should they, 

On whom propitious fortunes now attend* 
lliink ttuii their triumphs will for ever last: 

For 1 was tiappy once, but am no more, 

My bliss all vanished in a single day. 

Yet, C> my friend, revere and pity me, 

(k> to die Ckeeian host, admonish them 
How horrible an Ei*tion *twere in slay 
Hiesc captive wiimrii whom iit first^yc ipared, 

And pitied when ye dragged them from the altars* 
For by your laws ’us equally forbiclden 
To spill the bloi^ of freemen, or of slave. 
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Althouffh you weakly argue, will your rank i. 

Convince them : for the self-same speech when, utteredf 
By the ignoble, and men well esteemed, 

cUes not with equal force. 

I he human soui 

^ Is not so flinty as to hear the woes 

And plaintive strains thou lengthen’st out, nor shed 
The sympathizing tear. 

To me attend, 

b Hecuba, nor through resentment deem 
That from a foe such counsels can proceed : 

I am disposed to save thee, and now hold 
No other language: but will nut deny 
What I to all have said ; since Troy is taken, 

On the first warrior of the host who asks 
A victim, should thy daughter be bestowed. 

The cause why many cities are diseased 
Is this : the brave and generous man obtains 
No honourable distinction to exalt him 
Above the coward. But from u.s, O woman, 

Achilles claims such homage, who for Greece 
Died nobly. Is not this a foul reproach. 

If, while our friends yet live, we seek their aid, 

But after death ungratefully forget 

Past services ? Should armed bands once more 

Assemble, and renew the bloody strife. 

Will not some hardy vetenan thus exclaim : 

“ Shall we go forth to battle, or indulge 
The love of life, now we have seen the dead 
Obtain no honours? ” W’hile from day to day 
I live, though I have little, yet that little 
For every needful purpose will suffice. 

But may conspicuous trophies o’er my grave 
Be planted, for such tribute to my name 
Will hst to after-ages. If thou call 
Thy sufferings piteous, hear what in reply 
We have to urge ; amidst the Grecian camp 
Are many aged dames, as miserable _ 

As thou art, with full many a homy sire. 

And weeping bride, torn from her valiant lord 
O’er whose remains Imth Ida’s dust been strewix. 
Support thy woo : if with mistaken zeal 
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We have resolved to honour the deceased, 

Our crime is ignorance : but ye barbarians 
Pay no distinction to your friends, no homage 
the illustrious dead; hence Greece prevails; 
but ye from your pt*rnicious counsels reap 
dTie bitter fruits they merit. 

Chorus, ^ Ah, what ills 

ICvtT attend tiie captive state, sul)dued 
by brutal violence, and forced t’ endure 
Unseemly wrongs. 

Jleawa, Those 'words I vainly spoke 

'i'hy slaughter to avert, in air were lavislu*d ; 
but, O my daughter, if thy jk)W(u* exceed 
'Phy mother’s, like the nightingale scntl forth 
Ka('h warbh'd nol(*, to save thy lift*, excite, 

;F,y falling at his knca‘s, Ulysses’ pity, 

And on this ground, because htt too batli <'hiUlren, 
ICntreat him tu eompassitjuatti Uiy ti<»om, 

Pofyx, I see () Ulyssi‘S, thy right hand 

beiHsith thy rob<^ conc<*aling, see tht'C turn 
Thy fac'c away, lest I should touch thy beard, 
be of gotnl elietT ; Pll not call dowm the wrath 
Oi’ Jove who guards the supfdiant, but will follow 
Thy steps, beeause ntTessiiy ordains 
And ’tis my wish in tiie ; if I were huh, 

I shotih! appt*ar to be an abject woman, 

Ami haul of life ; but what could lengtheneii life 
Avail io me, wl'iose father erst was lord 
( If tint whole Phrygian realm ? Tims first I drew 
IV! y breath bemsith the roofs of regal domes ; 

Hien was I muiunal with the flaiuuing hope 
'‘lluit I sliould wed a monareig and arrive 
At the proud mansiun tif some happy youth. 

Ill fateii {'U'ineess, thus I stood conspieuims 
Amiil die liames ami brightest nymphs of Troyi 
In all hut iiiimorinlily a goddess ; 

Hm now am I a slave, am! the first cause 
Wliieii, makes me wish to die, k that alihnited 
Unwonted name ; eke some inhuman lord 
With gold f'lerciiance might |iurcliiisi: me, the 
skier 

Of Hector, find full iimtiy a mliani eliiefi 
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Might make me knead the bread, and sweep the floor, 
And ply the loom, and pass my abject days 
In bitterness of woe : some servile mate 
Might bring dishonour to my bed, though erst 
I was deemed worthy of a sceptred king : 

Not thus. These eyes shall to the last behold 
The light of freedom. O ye shades receive 
A princess. Lead me on then, O Ulysses, 

And as thou lead^st despatch me, for no hope, 

No ground for thinking, I shall e’er be happy, 

Can I discern : yet hinder not by word 
Or deed the steadfast pu^ose I have formed ; 

But, O my mother, in this wish concur 
With me, that I may die ere I endure 
Such wrongs as suit not my exalted rank. 

For whosoe’er hath not been used to taste 
Of sorrow, bears indeed the galling yoke, 

Yet is he grieved, when he to such constraint 
Submits his neck : but they who die may find 
A bliss beyond the living ; for to live 
Ignobly were the utmost pitch of shame. 

Chorus. A great distinction, and among mankind^ 

The most conspicuous, is to spring from sires 
Renowned for virtue ; generous souls hence raise 
To heights sublimer an ennobled name. 

Hecuba. Thou, O my daughter, well indeed hast spoken ; 
Yet these exalted sentiments of thine 
To me will cause fresh grief ; but, if the son 
Of Peleus must be gratified, and Greece 
Avoid reproach, Ulysses, slay not her, 

But me, conducting to Achilles’ tomb, 

Transpierce with unrelenting hand. ^ I bore 
Paris, whose shafts the son of Thetis slew. 

Ulysses. Not thee for victim, O thou aged dame. 

But her, Achilles’ spectre hath demanded. 

Hecuba. Yet slay me with my daughter ; so shall earth. 
And the deceased who claims these hateful rites, 

A twofold portion drink of human gore. 

Ulysses. Enough in her of victims ; let no more 

Be added ; would to Heaven we were not bound. 
To offer up this one 1 

Hecuba. The dread behests 
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Of absolute necessity require, 

Tliat with my daughter I should die. 

t/fysses, Wlnat meanest thou ? 

I know no lord to counteract my will 

Hecuba, ll'er, as tire ivy clings around the oak, 

Will 1 embrace. 

Ufysses. ^ Not if to wiser counsels 

'rhou yield just deference. 

Mecuba. I will ne’er consent 

IMy daughter to release. 

Uiysses. Nor w'ill I go, 

And leave her Irere. 

Pofycc. ^ ^ Attend to nu^, my motlter, 

Aral, O tliou offspring of LacrU's, tnsit 
'Tlu' just rnu>tit>ns of parental wrath 
With grratrr miUhu*ss. But, O hapless woman, 
(kmtrnd not with our conquerors. Wtnild you fall 
Upon llu* earth and wound yrnir aged limbs, 

I’hi'ust from im* foreildy, by youthtul arms 
'Fonr with disgrace away? Brt)vok(‘ imt wrongs 
Unseemly; O, my dearest rnotlier, give 
dliat murh U)Vt‘d hand, and let me j<un my cheek 
To yours ; f()r 1 no kiUger shall behold 
'Flu* tadiant orb of y(»mler sun. Now take 
A last farewUl, O yeni wlro gave me liirth ; 

I Ui the shades desenaui 

Ileadih But I the light 

Am dtanned to view, luul still remain a slave^ 

D)fyA\ Unwinidcil, r(*ft of prnmisijd bridal joys. 

Hecuba. 'Fhim, 0 luy daughter, <laim’sl the pitying tca,r| 

But I am a most nustmdde woman. 

/Wnv. Tficir* sliall I sleep among the realms beneath, 

From you seUuded. 

J/ccuba, What resotiree, alas I 

For me, the wretched ileeului is left? 

Wljere shall I finish this detested life? 

'PcA\\\ Born free, I ilie a slave. 

JlaubtL ' I icMi, bereft 

Of all my children. 

'JWyx, Wlml roiimmiicls to Hector, 

; Or let your aged husbam!, shall I bear? 

[Meuks. Ttdl llieui I of all wonieii iin mmi wretched. 

11 
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pdyx. Ye paps which sweetly nourished me 

child’s untimely miserable fate. 

■ir- 11 mv mother, and my dear Cassandra 
^To^thers m that language speak j be theirs 
happiness thy mother <^nnot ^te 

n . And thou, my brother Polydore, who dwell’st 

Poiyx. -^d tn .pl^^^^ians, famed for generous steeds 

„ I C^If yet he live ; but this I greatly doub^ 

^ Bemuse I am in all respects so wretched. 

Polvx He lives, and when the hour of death is come, 

• wm dose your eyes. 

^^‘'“^“•yVhile vet ahve, bowed dovm to earth by woe. 

Pohx. Now bear me hence, Ulysses o’er my face 
^ Casting a veil ; for ere I at the altar 

Am slain, this heart is melted by the plaints 
Of my dear mother, and my tears augment 
Her sorrows. 0 thou radiant light ; for still 
Am I permitted to invoke thy name, 

But can enjoy thee only till I _ 

The lifted sword, and reach Achilles tomb. 

[Exeunt Ulysses and Polyxena. 

Hecuba. I faint, my limbs are all unnerved ,• return. 

My daughter, let me touch that hand once more, 
L^ve me not childless. O, my friends, I perish ; 
Ah, would to Heaven I could see Spartan KEelen, 
In the same state, that sister to the sons 
Of Jove, for by her beauteous eyes was Troy, 

Thi prosperous city, with disgrace o’erthrown. 

Chorus. 

ODE. 


I. I. 

Ye breezes, who the ships convey, 
That long becalmed at anchor lay. 
Nor dared to quit the strand ; 
As the swift keel divides the wave, 
Say whither am I borne a slave, 
Ordained to tread the Doric land. 
Or Phthia, where beset with reeds. 
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Apidaniis, the sire of limpid rills, 

Winding a-down the channelled hills, 

Waters the fruitful meads? 

I. 2* 

Or to that isle, with dashing oar 
Impelled, shall I my woes deplore, 

And on the sacred earth, 

Wlierc first the palm and laurel rose, 
Ivleinorial.s of Latonals throes, 

^Vhicil to the twins divine gave birth, 

Ttsich tile harmonious strain to flow; 

With Delos' nymphs Diana's praise resound, 
iier iiair with golden fillet bound, 

And never- te’ring bow? 

n. I* 

Or, pceu ii\ some Atlienian tower, 

Devoted it) Minerva's jKiwer, 

On tin’ robe's tissued ground 
While, sliadowtal by rny ncaalle, spread 
IsKprteisive forms, in vivii! tliread, 

Piiiun: the goddess whirling round 
Her tdiaiiot with unrivalled speed ; 

Or repre.sriH the 'ritan's impious crew, 

Whoiu Jovcfs rcii lightniiigs overthrew, 
d’hosc mtaisters doumed to bleed? 

II* 2, 

Alas ! my sons, a valiant band, 

My lathers, and my nativt* land, 

Ve sliunal the general fate. 

Smiled by tluOdna^ks, Tioy's bulwarks smoke, 
But I, roustrained to bear the yoke, 

%Shall soon lielitfld some foreigis slate, 
do ignominious bomlage led ; 

And leaving vum|iiis!sed Asia ivunipe's slave, 
Debarred an liomairable itrave, 

Asi‘i:nd the victor's bed. 

i:ai;riiviiui% limiUA, Cfirmtis* 

Wliere, O ye Phrygian diimsek, shall I find 
The wriflclied liceubit, who wai r,|iiren 
Of I lion ? 
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Chorus. Prostrate near you on the ground. 

Wrapt in her mantle, there she lies. 

Talthy. J®''® * 

What cViall I say? that thou from Heaven look’st do\TO 

Upon mankind, or have they rashly formed 
A vain opinion, deeming that the race 
Of gods exist, though fortune governs all ? 

Ha ! was not this the queen of wealthy Phrj'gia, 

And was not she the happy Priam’s wife ? 

But her whole city by the hostile spear 
Is now destroyed, while she a slave, bowed down 
By age, and childless, stretched upon the ground. 
Defiles with dust her miserable head. 

Old as I am, yet gladly would I die 
Rather than sink into abhorred disgrace. 

Arise, unhappy woman, O lift up 
That feeble body, and that hoary head. 

Hicuba. Away ! O suffer this decrepit frame 

To rest. Why move me ! ^^^losoe’er thou art. 
What mean’st thou? why dost thou molest th’ afflicted? 
Talthy. Talthybius : me, the herald of the Greeks, 

O woman, Agamemnon hath despatched 
To fetch you. 

Hecula. Com’st thou, by the Greeks ordamed, 

My friend, to slay me also at the tomb ? 

How welcome were such tidings i let us go, 

With speed conduct me thither. 

Talthy. , . , inter 

Your daughter, I invite you j both the sons 
Of Atreus, and the assembled Grecian host. 

Have sent me for that purpose. 

Hecuha. what say’st thou 

Thou com’st not to inform me I must die, 

But to unfold the most disastrous tidings. 

Then art thou lost, my daughter, from the arms 
Of thy fond mother tom ; of thee, my child 
Am I bereft. But how did ye destroy her, 

Respectfully, or with the ruthless hand 

Of hostile rage ? Speak, though it wound my soul, 
Talthy. A second time, in pity to your daughter, 

You make me weep ; for now while I relate 
Her sufferings, tears bedew these swimming eyes. 
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Such as I shed when at the tomb she perished. 

To view the sacrifice the Grecian host 
Were all assembled : taking by the hand 
Folyxtaia, on the sepulchral hillock 
Achilles’ son then [)laced her: I drew near, 

Att(!nded by the chosen youths of Greece, 

To hold tlu; tender victim, and prevent 
Her struggles, but A<'hillcs' son, uplifting 
With htitli his hands a cup of massive gold, 

Foiinsl forth libations to his breathless sire; 

And gave a sign to me, through the whole camp 
Slrirl siieiH’t* to proclaim, I in the midst 
Stootl up and <'rtf‘d : “ He mute, ye Gretds, let none 
Fn^sume to speak, ohstuTc a general silence/* 

'fhe troops olieyeti, and through their crowded ranks 
Not vrn a Urrsuli was lusml, while in thesis words 
The, thief expi rsstai his purpose : ■* Son of Fdeus, 
My fatht*r, tht‘ pro[)itiatory <lrops 
Of th<\se lilsitions whieh invite the dmd 
AeeejJt ; O come and quaif the crimson bhiod 
Of this pure vitgin, whom thee all (Ixeece 
And I (it*vote ; bt* thou htmign, O grant us 
Securely weigh am^hor, to unbiiul 
Our !jais<’rs, and on all <>f us bestow 
A happy voyag** to our nativt* land 
Friun vaiujuisheti Troy/* He ceased, and in his 
prayer 

Jrjined ih«* whole army, when tlie dnef uns!it*athed 
His goldeirhilted sworti, and gave a sign 
'fo chosen youths of Greece to hold virgin, 
Which she pereeived, ant! in t!u‘se words addressed 
The wfirri^^rs : **0 ye Argives, who laid waste 
)kly idty, willingly I tlie, let no man 
C'onfme these arms, 1 with mulaunted btasist 
Will inert the stroke, i by the gtals conjure you 
R fleas**, and slay me ns my rank dmuands 
lake one tsnn free; for I from migliiy kings 
Desrend, ami in llie shiules Ircnenth rfwuld blush 
To be aeroiiriicd an igiwtik slave/* 

Through all llic host ran niurmyn of «sent, 

And fi^yal Agiifiiemnofi Imk ttm yciiith{i 
Release the virgin ; they llieir monarclds voice, 
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Soon as they heard, obeyed ; our lord’s behests 
The princess too revering, from her shoulder 
Down to her waist rent off the purple robe. 

Displayed her bosom like some statue formed 
In exquisite proportion, and to earth 
Bending her knee, in these affecting words 
Expressed herself; “If at my breast thou aim 
The wound, strike here ; if at my neck, that neck 
Is ready bared.” Half \yilling, and half loth, 
Through pity for the maid, be with keen steel 
Severed the arteries ; streams of blood gushed forth;) 
Yet even thus, though at her latest gasp. 

She showed a strong solicitude to fall 
With decency, while stood the gazing host 
Around her : soon as through the ghastly wound 
Her soul had issued, every Greek was busied 
In various labours; o’er the corse some strewed 
The verdant foliage, others reared a pyre 
With trunks of fir : but he who nothing brought, 
From him who with funereal ornament 
Was laden, heard these taunts : “ O slothful wretch, 
Bear’st thou no robe, no garland, hast thou nought 
To give in honour of this generous maid ? ” 

Such their encomiums on thy breathless daughter, 
You, of all women, who in such a child 
Were happiest, now most wretched I behold. 

Chorus. Fate, the behests of the immortal gods 

Accomplishing, with tenfold weight hath caused 
This dreadful curse to fall on Priam’s house, 

And on our city. 

Becuha. *Midst unnumbered ills 

i know not, 0 my daughter, whither first 
To turn my eyes, for if on one I touch, 

Another hinders me, and I again, 

By a long train of woes succeeding woes, 

To some fresh object am from thence called off; 
Nor can I from my tortured soul efface 
The grief thy fate occasions ; yet the tale 
Of thy exalted courage checks my groans, 

Which else had been immoderate. No just cause 
Have we for wonder, if the barren land 
Cheered by Heaven’s influence, with benignant sun| 
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Yields plenteous harvests, while a richer soil 
Deprivcid of every necessary aid 
Bears weeds alone. But ^midst the human race 
Tl)c wicked man is uniformly wicked, 

The good still virtuous, nor doth evil ibrtime 
Corrupt his s(»ul ; the same unsullied worth 
lie still ixaains. Is this great diOerence owing 
I'o birth, or education? VVe are taught 
What virtue is, by being nurtured well, 

And lie who thorouglily hath learnt this lesson, 
Guided l>y tlie unerring rule of right, 

Can thence discern what’s base,— My soul in vain 
Hath hazarded these incoherent thoughts. 

But, O 'ralthyliius, to the Greeks repair, 

And strict injunctiims give, that no man touch 
My daughter s corse, l>ut let the gazing crowd 
Be (Irivtm away, k’or in a numerous liost 
Its muititud(\s break loose from all restraints, 

^rhe outrages of mariners exceed 
Devouring ilanu*, and whosocktr ah.stain.s 
PVoin mist'hittf, i)y his comrades is despised. 

But, O my aged servant, lake and dip 
dliat urn in ocean’s waves, and hither liring, 

Filled with it.s wat^sr, that the last sad rites 
Ik) my departed d:iugliter I may |)ay, 

And lave the corse of that unwetiiled bride, 

Of that afitanml virgin : !>ut alas i 
Wheiuat with such eicslly gifts as she dest*rvc‘s, 

I'b^r toinl) ran I adtirn? My present state 
Alfonls tliem ntU, hut what it <ioth aflbrd 
Will I bestow, and from the ca[)tive dames 
Appointed to attend me, who resitle 
Within these tents, senne ornaments collect, 

If, unobserveai by their new masters, aught 
liiey have secreted, i) ye splendid chimes, 

Ye palacTs once happy, ^whiili n^niained 
All that was rich and fair; C) Briam them 
Hie sire, and I who was the aged mother 
Gf an illitttrioiis raer, how are we clwimlled 
Iki nothing, mripjied of all tmr Micieiit pride ? 

Yet do w’e glory, some in mansions storcil^ 

With gold abundant, oihew when distitiguished 
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Among citizens by sounding titles. 

V in schemes which with incessant care 

fj-^Line, and all our boastful words are vain. 
We man is he who, by no ill 

£, passes through life’s fleeting day. 

^ Hecuba. 

Chorus. 

ODE. 


I. 

33y Heaven was my devoted head 
jytenaced with impending ill, 

WHat time the pines, whose branches spread 
Their tutelary shade o’er Ida’s hill, 

Were laid by Phrygian Paris low. 

That his adventurous bark might stem the tide, 
From Sparta’s coast to waft the fairest bride 
On whom the solar beams their golden radiance throw. 

II. 

Snrrounding labours were at hand 
Leagued with the behests of fate ; 

Then did such madness seize the land, 

As called down vengeance from a foreign state, 
The royal swain with dazzled eyes 
Gave that decree, the source of all our woes, 
When from three rival goddesses he chose 
Bright Venus, and pronounced that she deserved the 
prize. 

III. 

The spear and death hence raged around, 
Hence were my mansions levelled with the ground 
Staining with tears Eurotas’ tide, 

Too deeply grieved to share the victor’s pride, 
The Spartan virgin too in vain 
Bewails her favoured youth untimely slain, 

While, sprinkling ashes o’er their vest 
And hoary head, the matrons bend 
O^er their sons’ urns ; their groans to Heaven ascei 
They tear their cheeks, and beat their miserable bre^ 
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Attendant, Chorus. 

Attend, Where is the wretched Hecuba, my friends, 

Who in her woes surpasses all, or male, 

Or of the female race ? her none can rob 
Of her just claim, pre-eminence in grief. 

Chorus. With the harsh sounds of that ill-boding tongue, 

O wretch, what meanest thou ? wilt thou never cease 
To be th’ unwelcome herald of affliction ? 

Attend, Most grievous are the tidings which I bring 
To Hecuba, nor easy were the task 
In words auspicious to make known to mortals 
Such dire calamities. 

Chorus. From her apartment 

She seasonably comes forth to give thee audience. 

Hecuba; Attendant, Chorus. 

Attend, O most unfortunate, whose woes exceed 
All that the power of language can express. 

My queen, you perish, doomed no more to view 
The blessed light ; of children, husband, city, 

Bereft and ruined. 

Hecuba, Nothing hast thou told 

But what I knew, thou only com'st t’ insult me : 

Yet wherefore dost thou bring to me this corse 
Of my Polyxena, o’er whom ’twas said 
The Grecian host with pious zeal all vied 
To heap a tomb ? 

Attend. She knows not, but laments 

For the deceased Polyxena alone, 

And to her recent woes is yet a stranger. 

Heaiba. Ah, bring’st thou the inspired prophetic head, 

And the dishevelled tresses of Cassandra? 

Attend. You speak of one yet living, but bewail not 
This the deceased : survey the naked corse 
Of him whose death to you will seem most strange 
And most unlooked for. 

Hecuba. Ha, I see my son, 

My dearest Polydore, whom he of Thrace 
Beneath his roof protected. I am ruined ; 

Now utterly I perish. O my son, 

For thee, for thee I wake the frantic dirge, 

By that malignant demon which assumed 
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Thy voice, thy semblance, recently apprized 
Of this calamity. 

jiHend. O wretched mother, 

Know you then what was your son’s fate ? 

Jlecuba. . A. sight 

Incredible and new to me is that 
Which I behold : for from my former woes 
Spring woes in long succession, and the day 
When I shall cease to weep, shall cease to groan. 
Will never come. 

(^jiorus. The woes which we endure 

Alas ! are dreadful. 

jjecuha. O my son, thou son 

Of an ill-fated mother, by what death 
Didst thou expire? through what disastrous cause 
Here liest thou prostrate ? ah, what bloody hand— 

Attend. I know not : on the shore his corse I found. 

Seiuba. Cast up by the impetuous waves, or pierced 
With murderous spear ? 

Attend. The surges of the deep 

Had thrown it on the sand. 

Meaeba. . Aks J too well 

I comprehend the meaning of the dream 
Which to these eyes appeared : the spectre borne 
On sable pinions no illusion proved. 

When, O my son, thee, thee it represented 
No longer dwelling in the realms of light. 

Chorus. Instructed by that vision, canst thou name 

The murderer? _ ... 

Hecuba. ’Twas my friend, the Thracian king 

With whom in secrecy his aged sire 
Had placed him. 

Chorus. Ha ! what mean’st thou ? to possess 

That gold by slaying him ? 

Hemba. O. ’^^as a deed 

Unutterable, a deed without a name. 

Surpassing all astonishment, unholy, 

And not to be endured. Where now the laws 
Of hospitality ? Accursed man. 

How cruelly hast thou with reeking sword 
Transpierced this unresisting boy, nor heard 
The gentle voice of pity ! 
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Chrus, Hapless queen, 

I low hath some demon, thy malignant foe, 

Rendered thee of all mortals the most wretched : 

But I belujld great Agamemnon come, 

And therefore, 0 my iViends, let us be silent 

AcAMEMi^o^r, Hecuba, Chorus. 

Agam. Whence this d(‘lay ? why go you not f inter, 

0 liecuha, your daughter, whom I'althybius 
Directed that no Creek might be allowed 

I’o touch ? Wc therefore have with your retiiubst 
Complied, nor movtal the corse, ihit you remain 
Inactive, wlnc'h I wonder at, and come 
To f(‘t<‘h you, fi>r <*ach previous solemn rite 
I'hat best might please, if augltl such rites can 
phrase, 

nav<^ Wi* ptu'formtal But alt, what Trojan youth 
Do i behold lie breathless in the tent? 
h'or that he. was no t heek, tlte garb informs me 
In which he’s tiad. 

ffmlHL Thou wnUrlt, fi>r of myself 

1 speak, when titee, O Hecuba, I name; 

VViiat shall I do, at Agamemnon's knees 
Fid! prostrate, or in silence l>ear my woes? 

4gam. Why wen^p, with face averted, y(*t refuse 

T inform me wimt hath Ijappemal? who is he? 

But from his knees, if, deeming me a slave 
And emmiy, tint monarch should repel me, 
lliis would hut make my sorrows yet more poignant. 
Apm. I am no seer, nt*r can I uninformeii 

Trace out the s«*erei purpose ut ymt soul 
lieada. Am I mistaken then, while I suppime 
A foe in him who doth not intmn me ill ? 

If ris yotir wisii I should iitH he apprized, 

We lioth lire of one mind ; you will not speak, 

And I as little mn disposed to hear. 

/ieadm Wiihouf hii aid no vengritnct? for my irhild 
Can I obtain : ycl why delihemtc thus? 

Prosper or fail I mmi lake courage now. 

C) royal Agiimemiion, by ihow knees 
A siipplitni I wnjure ymu, by that Imml, 

And tliat right lmii4 wtortomi o’er your foes* 
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To obtain 


youi 


Jgam, What do you wish for? 
freedom? 

This were not difficult. 

No, give me vengeance 
On yonder guilty wretch, and I arn willing 
To linger out the remnant of my life 
In servitude. 

Then why implore our aid ? 

Hecuba. For reasons you suspect not. Do you see 

That breathless corse o’er which my tears I shed? 

Agam. The corse I see ; but cannot comprehend 
What follows next. 

Him erst I bore and nurtured. 

Agam. Is the deceased, O miserable dame, 

One of your children ? 

Hecuba. Not of those who fell 

Beneath Troy’s walls. 

^gam. What ! had you other sons? 

Hecuba. Yes, him you see, bom in an evil hour. 

Agam. But where was he when Ilion was destroyed ? 

Hecuba. His father, apprehensive of his death, 

Conveyed him thence. 

From all the other children 
’ Which then he had, where placed he this apart? 

Hecuba. In this same region where his corse was found 

Agam. With Polymestor, sovereign of the land? 

Hecuba. He, to preserve that execrable gold, 

Was hither sent. 

But, by what ruthless hand, 
And how, was he despatched ? 

Hecuba. . . By whom beside ? 

The murderer was his friend, the Thracian king. 

Agam. Was he thus eager? O abandoned wretch, 

To seize the gold ! 

Hecuba. ; soon as he knew 

Troy was o’erthrown. 

But where did you discovei 
The body, or who brought it? 

Htcuba. . On the shore 

This servant found it. 

^gam. in quest of him 

Or other task then busied? 
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Hecuba. . To fetch water 

To lave Polyxena’s remains she went. _ 

Azam. When he had slain him, it appears, his friend 
Did cast him forth. 

Hecuba. He to the waves consigned 

The stripling’s mangled corse. 

^ wretched woman, 
' Surrounded by immeasurable woes. 

Hecuba. 1 am undone ; no farther ill remains 
For me t’ e.Kperience. 

woman e’er 

' Was born to such calamities ? 


Hecuba. . one 

ICxists, whose sorrows equal mine, unless 
You of t Calamity herself would speak. 

Yc;t lu;ar the motive why I clasp your knees. 

If I appi'ar to merit what 1 suffer, 

I must be patient ; btit if not, avenge 
My wrongs upon the man who ’gainst his guest 
Such treaeluuy could commit, who, nor the gods 
Of F.rebus beneath, nor those who rule 
In Heaven above regarding, this vile deed. 

Did perpetrate, e'en he with whom I oft 

Partook the f<*ast, on whom I showered each bounty, 

Ksteeming him the first of all my friends ; 

Yet, when at Ilion’s palace with respect 
He had been treated, a deliberate scheme 


Of murtier forming, he destroyed my son, 

On whom he deignetl not to bestow a tomb. 

Hut threw his corse into the briny deep. 

'rhough I indi-eti am feeble, an«l a slave. 

Yet mighty artt the gods, atul by their law 

The world is ruled ; for by that law we learn 

'I'hat there are. gods, ami can mark out the bounds 

( )f justu’e and injustice ; if such law 

'I'o you transmitltnl, he infringeci, if they 

Who kill their gueste, or dare with imjiious hand 

To violate the altars of the gixis, 

Unpunished *,sca|>c, no etjuity is left 

Among mankind. Deeming such Imse connivance 

Unworthy of yourself, revere my woes, 

Have pity on me, like a painter take 



Euripides 

Your stand to view me, and observe the number 

Of my afflictions ; once was I a queen, 

Ut my ail jjj many a son 

re was rich, but now am I both old 
my children reft, without a city, 

ISSto g»? mb you I 

??tovr.oi.toesl Mumble me I 
Whv do we mortals by assiduous toil. 

And such a painful search as their importance 
Males equ4e, all other arts attain, 

Yefnot eLugh intent on the due knowledge 
Of that sole empress of the human soul 
Persuasion, no rewards bestow on those 
mo teach us by insmuating words 
How to procure our wishes ? who trus 

Hereafter in prospenty ? That band 
Of my heroic sons is now no more. 

Myself a captive, am led forth to tasks 
uLeemly, U e’en now these eyes behold 
The air doscured by Ihon’s rising srnoke. 

It might be vain perhaps, were I to found 
A claim to your assistance on your love : 

Yet must I speak: my daughter who m Troy 
Was called Cassandra, the prophetic dame. 

Partakes your bed; and how those rapturous nights 
Will you acknowledge, or to her how show 
Your gratitude for all the fond embraces 
Which she bestows, 0 king, or in her stead 
To me her mother ? In the scml of man 
Th’ endearments of the night, by darkness veiled, 
Create the strongest interest. To my tale 
Now listen : do you see that breathless corse ? 
Each act of kindness which to him is shown. 

Upon a kinsman of the dame you love 
Will be conferred. But, in one point my speech 
Is yet deficient. By the wondrous arts 
Of Dsedalus, or some benignant god, _ 

Could I give voice to each arm, hand, and hair. 
And each extremest joint, they round your knees 
Should cling together, and together weep. 

At once combining with a thousand tongues. 
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0 monarch, O thou light of Greece, comply, 

And stretch forth that avenging arm to aid 
An aged woman, though she be a thing 
Of nought, O succour : for the good man’s duty 
Is to obey the dread behests of justice, 

And ever punish those who act amiss. 

Chorus, ’d'is wonderful, indeed, how all events 

Happen to inortals, and the dread behests 
Of late, imcircumscribed by human laws, 

Constrain us to form amities with those 
To wliom the most inveterate hate we bore, 

And into foes convert our former friends. 

^ Hecuba, your son, your fortunes, 

And your entreaties, is my pity due. 

1 in obedience to the gods and justice 
Wish to aviaige you on this impious friend, 

Cuuld I appear your interests to espouse, 

Witlunit the troops suspecting that I slay 
The "I'hracian monarch for Cassandra’s sake : 

My terrors lienee arise ; the host esteem 
Him our ally, and the deceased a foe : 

Wliat though you held him dear, his fate, the loss 
Of yt>u alone, affects not the wliole camp. 

Rcllnoi too, that you find me well disposed 
To share your toils, and in your cause exert 
My utmost vigour ; but, what maloes me slow, 

Is a well grounded fear of blame fri>m Cretjce. 
Eemha. Alas ! tliitre’s no man free : for some are slaves 
To gold, to fortune others, and tlie rest, 

The multitude or written laws restrain 
From acting as their better judgment dictates. 

But since yon are alarmed, and to tlie rabble 
Yield an implicit deference, (mm tlmt fear 
I will release you ; only^to my schemes 
Be privy, if some? mischief I contrive 
Against the murtlerer of my son : but take 
Ne> ae'tive part. If, when the Thracian sufTers. 

As he shall suffer, hnongst the Greeks & tumult 
Break hirth, or they attempt to sumHirjiim, 
Rfstrain them, without seeming to befriend 
My interests. Ai for what remwns, rtdy 
On me, and I will manage all things well 
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Jgam. Hovr then? what mean you? With that aged 

hand . , , 

To wield a sword, and take away the life 
Of that barbarian, or by drugs endued 
With magic power ? the help you need, what arts 
Can furnish ? what strong arm have you to fight 
Your battles ? whence will you procure allies ? 

Mecuia These tents conceal a group of Trojan dames. 

Agam. Mean you those captives whom the Greeks have 
seized* 

B-eiuia. With them I on the murderer will inflict 
Due punishment. 

j How can the female sex 

O’er men obtain a conquest ? 

Eecuia. ^ ^ Numbers strike 

A foe with terror, and the wiles of women 
Are hard to be withstood. 

j They may strike terror, 

^ But in their courage I no trust can place. 

ffemia. What? did not women slay ^gyptus’ sons. 

And in their rage exterminate each male 
From Lemnos? But leave me to And out means 
How to effect my purpose. Through the camp 
In safety this my faithful servant send ; 

And thou, when to my Thracian friend thou com’st, 
Say, “Hecuba, erst Queen of Troy, invites 
Thee and thy children, on thy own account. 

No less than hers, because she to thy soils 
And thee the self-same message must deliver.” 

The newly slain Polyxena’s interment 
Defer, 0 Agamemnon ; in one flame 
That when their kindred corses are consumed ; 

The brother with the sister, who demand 
A twofold portion of their mother’s grief 
Together may be buried in one grave. , 

gam. These rites shall be performed, which could the] 
troops 

Set sail, I needs must have denied : but now. 

Since Neptune sends not an auspicious breeze, 
Expecting a more seasonable voyage. 

Here must we wait. But may success attend you j 
For ’tis the common interest of mankind, 
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Of every individual, every state, 

Tiiat he who hath transgressed should suffer ill, 

And fortune crown the efforts of the virtuous, 

[ExU Agamemnon. 

Chorus. 


I. I. 

No more, 0 Troy, thy dreaded name 
Conspicuous in the lists of fame, 

^Midst fortresses impregnable sliall stand, 

In such thick clouds an armed host 
Ptnirs terrors from the Grecian coast, 

And wastes tiny van(|uished hind : 

Shorn from thy ram|)ircd brow tlie crown 
Of turrtUs f<‘ll ; thy palaces o’erspread 
With snH)k<^ lit^ waste, no more 1 tread 
I'hy wonted streets, my native town. 

I. 2. 

I perished at the midnight hour, 

When, aid(;<i hy the baiupiet’s piwer, 

Slet'p o*t»r my eyes his earlittst influence shed ; 
Retiring from the <‘horal song, 

'riu! sa<'rihee an<i festive^ throng, 

Stret<*hed (m the downy bed 
The l>ruh‘groom indolently lay, 

His massive spear suspendei! on the beam, 
No HKirc he saw the helme.ts gleam, 

Or natitie troo|>s in dread array. 


II. I* 

While, me t!ie golden nnrrods aid, 

My flowing trrsst*s taught Imdcl 
In graceful ringlets with a fdlet lanind, 

Just as I cast my roiat aside, 

And souglit the couch ; exttmding wide 
llirough every street this mmnd 
Was heanl ; ** O when, ye sons of Greece, 
This nest of rohtiers kvelleci with the plain, 
Will y« behold your homes again? 

When shall these tediom labours cease ? 
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II. Z. 

i much up starting, drest 

** '“'■ 


Helen that sister to the sons of Jo\'., 

And Paris Ida’s s’^'wn, _ 

With mv curses still pursuing, 

For to them I owe my rum. 

Me they from my country dtovt, 

Never to return again, 

By that detested spousal nte 

Their frantic souls beguiled . 

Her may ocean’s waves no more 
Waft to her paternal shore. 

POLVMESTOR, HECUUA. CuoKf- 

Polvm For thee, 0 Priam, my unhapiiy mend. 
inJ you, my dearest Hec,«ln^ 1 weep. 

Beholding your distress, your ui> u'- , 

Your daughter newly slain: alas ! llmie mmi.ht 

To hei relied on j is uisttcutci 

Nor can the prosperous their 

Afrainst a chanco of iHUtuiu., ■ u 

Backward and forward turn her wavenng wh< rf, 

And introduce confusion m the "o'"'. 

That we because we know not wilt happen, 

WhU have no virtue to remove our won, f 

If vou my absence censure, be tippeascil, 
ES midst ofThnmia’s w,ide dommtw 
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I from these coasts was distant at the time 
Of your arrival : soon as I returned, 

When from the palace I was issuing forth, 

This your atttaulant met me, and delivered 
The message, hearing which, I hither came. 

Hecuba, O Folymestor, wretched as I am, 

I blusli to stM* tiiy face; because thou erst 
In happier <lays <ii<lst know me, I with shame 
ApiK‘ar bc‘for«^ thee in my |)resent fortunes. 

Nor can I look at thee witii steadfast eyes: 

But this thou wilt not deem to be a mark 
Of <aimity : tint <'ause of such behaviour 
Is only <aistom, which forbids our sex 
To ga/.e on men. 

Hcfym, wonder you thus act 

Under such ('ir<nimstances. But whul need 
Hav<‘ you of me, and wherehm^ did you send 
To fetUi me frt»m the palace? 

IJecuM. .1 >» 

A stHTft (if iiu[iort:mc(‘ wiiuki discloKis 

'I'ci thet; :iiui t(» ihy children. From tlicse tenUs 

Give orders for thy follower.^ to deiMirt. 

Tefym. (/d /‘is attcmiiutfs sv/io r(Hre\ 

Witlidniw ; this soliuiry .spot is safe. 

For yttii anti the eonfetlenilt; Grecian host 
Are all atttiched to me. But ’lis incunihent 
On you t' iiiftirm me what my prosperotis fortunes 
('an yield to sticcmir my unhappy triends ! 
l'\jr this is what I wish to do. 

tjitcvhi. . Say first, 

If he. my son, whom this m.aternal hand 
And his fond father in thy mansions jilaccd, 

My Polydore, yet live. I'll then pursue 
My cpiestions. 

Pohm, Ves, in him you still arc blest. 

Jlicuht. !!ow kind, how worthy ot thy.sdf that speech, 

Mv tlcarest iriend 1 . . , 

What farther would you know? 

Bmki. If haply yet the youth remember aught 
Of me his mother. 

/>4w. M«pb he wiilletl 

And visit you in private. 
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Hecuba. 


Is the gold 

ke brought from Troy preserved?^ 

Polym. . 

In my ovm palace, jf , 

“'But covet nor the treasures of thy It.ends. 

Pohm. I do not covet them ; my utmost wish 
^ Is to enjoy, 0 woman, what 1 iia\ t . 

Hecuha. Know’st thou then, what to time and to thj 
sons 

I want to say? , 

Polym. ^ ^ 

Your thoughts arc signified. 

° hesiow such love 

^On Polydore as thou receiv’.st irtnu im*. 

Polym. What is it that to me and to my cluldrcn 

You would disclose ? v i * a 

rjt The spot, wlicro dct*p m eartt 

^^The ancient treasures of all hrianfs iM nisc 

Lie buried. 

Polym. Is this secret what you wisli 

Should to your son be nicntioneU i 

Hecuba. . . , , ' 

Because thou art a virtuous man ; 

you require these children slmuld hr piri.tait? 
Hecuba. For them to know tluj secret, it Ueni du% 

Will be of great advantage. 

Polym. . 

Well and discreetly. 

jj^citba. Know'st ihovi vv!i!!ri.‘ at 1 tm 

Minerva’s temple stands ? 

Polym. Is flit* 

But by what mark shall I the spnt «h'.tuk.',m .«» . 

Hecuba. Above the surhice rLsis :i blm-k _ 

Polym. Will you describe the phice yt nunut.-ly^ 
Hecuba. The gold I in thy cusUnly wmiUl piarr. 

Which I from Ilion hither bring. 

Polym. Wh.-ic IS It.’ 

Concealed beneath your garment ? 

Hecuba. 'M id-,1 x heap 

Of spoils laid up within yon tent*. 
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Where mean you ? 
These are the Grecian mariners^ abode. 
a. In separate (hv(^llin|^s have they placed the captives ? 
. lUit how t'an wet rely upon the faith 
()(' those witliin? doth no man thither come? 
a. 'I'here’s not a (*reek within ; we are alone: 
jhit enter thou these doors : for now the host, 
Inipatit‘nt to weiij;h anchor, would return 
loom Ilion to their homes. Thou with thy children 
T’ aeeomplish all the dread l>ehcsts of fate, 

Shalt thitlier go wht,»r(^ thou hast lodged my son. 

[ Exa / n / Hkcuba <znd 1\'}Lvmestor. 
d'hou hast not yet received the blow, 
l>ut justiia; sun.‘ will lay thee low. 
lake him who hisullong from on high 
kails wlu'U no friendly liaven’s nigli, 

Into th<! oe(‘an's stormy wave, 

Hem shall thou find a ta*riain grave : 

For twofold ruin doth impend 
O'er him wliu human laws pursue, 

And righteous god.s indignant view: 
llu'c- shall ihe hope of gain mislead, 

Which prompts thee to advance with speed, 

And Phjti^'s loathed abode descend : 

Soon shall thou press th* ensanguined strand, 
Slain by a w<nnan‘s feelde hand, 
y. Ah me, the light that visited these eyes 

Is darkmicd. 

Heard ye, G my friends, the shriek 
Of youiler Hwacian ? 
t. Yet again, alas, 

My fhikirriYs foul and exmidde murder! 

My friends, some rerent mbrhicf hatli within 
Ikam j'ler pet rated. 

n. (wi/ilm). Iliotigh your feet are swift, 

Yet shall not 'scape, for through the walls III burst 

My passiige. 

With II fortreftil hand, behold 
He brandishes the javclim Shall we rush 
'Fo »ei/4t him ? Hui imiK^riam crisis bids us 
Assist our cjUiteii iihI Thrygia'i valiant dames. 

M. Mm do tity worst, and from ditir hinges rend 


54 


Euripides 


l have sU», to lite restored. 

Hecuba, Chorus. 

Chorus. Hast thou, my honoured mistress, caught thj 

OverTEiS:herous friend hast thou prevailed. 
And all thy threats accomplished? 

^''“'^"Before the tent, without delay, deprived 
Of sight, advancing with „ 

And the two breathless corses of his sons. 

Whom I, assisted by the noblest matrons 

have slain. Th’ atonement ^ hath paid 
To my revenge, is just. But now behold 
L isLes forth : I will retire and shun 
The Thracian chiefs unconquerable rage. 

POLYMESTOR, HECUBA, ChORUS. 

Polym. Ah, whither am I going? .. . , 

Where am I ? what supports me ? With these hanj 
Groping my way Hke some four-footed beast. 

How shall I turn me, to the right or left. 

That I those murderous Phrygian dames may seize 
Who have destroyed me? Impious and accurst 
Daughters of iHon, in what dark recess 
Do they escape me? Would to beavein, O Sun, 
Thou to these bleeding eyeballs could st afford 
A cure, that thou my blindness could’st remove. 
But hush, I hear those women’s cautious rtead. 
How shall I leap upon them ? with their flesh 
How shall I glut my rage, and for a feast 
To hungry tigers cast their mangled bones, 

In just requital of the horrid wrongs. 

Which I from them, ah .wretched me, have sufiere 

But whither, by what impulse am I borne. 

Leaving the corses of my sons exposed 

To fiellish Bacchanalians, as they lie 

Tom by the dogs, and on the mountain’s ridge 

Cast forth unburied ! Where shall I stand still? 

Or whither shall I go ? Like some proud bark 
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Towed into harbour, which contracts its sails ; 

I to that fatal chamber which contains 
The corses of rny murdered sons rush onward 
With st>ecd involuntary. 

Choms. Hapless man, 

How art thou visited by woes too grievous 
I'o he endured ! but by drtiad Jove thy foe, 

On him whose deeds are base, it is ordained 
'Fhat tlu^ sevt^HiSl punislimcnts await 
pofym, Rousti, () ye 'bhracians, armed with ponderous 
s|H‘ars, 

Arrayed in luaib for generous steeds renowned, 

A hardy race, whom Mars himself inspires. 

To you, () ('ire<'ian troops, and both the sons 
OfAtnms, I with clanum ms voice appi‘al : 

Come hitluT, I implore you V)y the gods. 

1)0 any of you hear me? Is there none 
Who will assist ? Why loiUrr ye? Tliose wtvmen, 
I’luKse <‘aptivcs liave destroytal me. Horrid wrongs 
Havc‘ I endurt'd ; ah me, dm foul r<‘|iroach ! 

But whither shall I turn, or wliither go? 

Through aerial regions shall I wing 
Idy swift <\*ir<*er to timt sublime abode 
Whertt Sirius or Orion from his eyes 
Darts ratliant flames? or, to perdition doomed, 

Shall I desfauui to PIuUks sable flood? 

C/wrus, He merits ]>ardon, whosoe’er assailed 

By ills iCHi grievous to he, borne, shakes tsIT^ 

Tlie loathed eneuml>rance of a wretched life. 

Agamemnon* Boi.vmkhtoe, UhcvuA , Chorus. 
Jpmh Hearing tliy shrieks I tmm* For h>lm, child 
: " Of ctaggv mcmnlains, in no gentle note 

Wafiis! tiiose sounds tumultuous through tlie host* 
Had we not known that by the <»recian si>ear 
The iowr*rs of vaniinished Bhrygia are oeithrown* 
Such Mptmit wtmki have caused no small idarnu 
/e/vw. My dearest friend* %imn m I heard ymt voice, 

1 iiBiaiitly I'K^rtadvecl kwas Agamemnon* 

Seeyoumy luirermgi? ^ . * 

"Jmm. Wretched Folymcsic^ ! 

' WliQ hath destroyed thee? who bereaved uf sight 
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end those thy children slew? 
?Se?Suthor of such deeds bis .rage 

-■ 

' Me H^Sath murdered, more than murdered. 
Me Hecuoa ^1* 

SfShVJSjS’* 1^™ r 

To oerpetrate an action thus audacious ? 

MB?? »!>« »■* ri ,£u te 

Inform me where to find, that I may seize ner, 
Matter wide to all the fowls of heaven 

Her mangled jj thy design? 

Allow me, I conjme you by the gods. 

To grasp her with this frantic arm. 

And casting forth all rancour from thy heart, 
plead thy cause; that, hearing both apart, 

I with unbiassed justice may decide, 

If thou these sufferings mentst. ^ 

There was one Polydore, the youngest son 
Of those whom Hecuba to Pnam bore ; 

Him erst removing from the Phrygian realm, 

His sire to me consigned, that in my palace 
He might be nurtured, when that hoary king 
The fall of Troy suspected : him I slew : 

But hear my motives for the deed, to prove 
How justly and how prudently I acted. 

Your enemy, that boy, if he survived 
The ruin of his country, might, I feared, 

Collect the scattered citizens of Troy, 

And there again reside. I also feared,. ^ . 
That when the Greeks knew one of Priam s line 
Was living, with a second fleet invading 
The shores of Phrygia, they again might dram 
Of their inhabitants their Thracian fields. 
Involving us, their neighbours, in the vengeance 
They on their foes at Ilion wreak. To. us 
Already hath such neighbourhood, O king. 
Proved baneful. But, apprized of her son’s fate, 
Hecuba drew me hither, on pretence 



Hecuba 57 

She would inform me where in massive gold 
The liiddcn trtuisurcs of old Priam^s race 
Beneath 'I'roy’s ruins were secured. Alone, 

She witii my eluldren brought me to this tent, 

I'hat none beside might know. With bended knee> 
While on a <'tnich 1 sat, some on my left, 

And others on my right, as with a Iriend, 

Full many of tluj 'Projait damsels took 
'j'hcir plaetis, hoUling up against the sun 
Ivly rolK% th<* wo<jf of an Fdotuan loom ; 

Some feigncil t' admire it, others viewed my spear, 
Ami strippcai imi: of tluau IkHI). From haml to hand 
The matrons, stMuniitg to ('uress my children, 
Kemoved tlnan far from tlieir unhappy sire: 

And aftt*r their fond speeches, in an instant, 

((!ould yon beiiev(‘ it?) snatching up tlie swords, 
Which they beneath tlu:ir garuumts luid concealed, 
T1 u 7 stahh<‘d my sons, whom wdiile 1 strove to aid, 
In lurstile gnise their comratles held my arms 
And feet : if I looked up, they by the hair 
(.'onfnu'd me ; if 1 inoved my hands, my struggles 
Pnmal inellemtial, through the numerous band 
Of women who assailed me, and to close 
The seem* td‘ my eidamity, accomplished 
A dcetl with more than vxnumon iu»rror fraught, 

FiU' thr:y Unv out my bleeding eyes, and fled. 

But, like a tigitr starling up, I chased 

These nitfilcss ftemis, and with a hunter's speed 

Isac'h wall cKitmined, dashing in the groumi, 

And breaking what I sci/rtl. The.se cruel wrongs^ 
While I your interemis study in maintain, 

O Agamemmm, and despatch yemr hie, 

Have I ciuiunai. To spare a long hairangue, 
d'htf wl'uile of what 'gainst woman hath been said 
By those of aneirni times, is saying now, 

Or shall be saiti hereaftefi in few wttrdi 
Will I comprise ; nor ocean's waves, nor earth, 
Nmtwfc St I vile a rare, as hr who numt 
Hath widi the sen ctmversrd, but knowi ttm well, 
im. Curb iliat iiutlftrimis virulence of ipccch, 

Nor, by lliy woes cmbitlercd, Ihui revile 
All woiiitnkiiMl | the iiuniber of our mx 
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SSnolpk whose d^ds are bas^ 

To°use unseemly languap, 

•Rt 7 Qnpcious words to colour o er injustice. 

To you, 0 mighty tang, have I addressed. 

Bu/now to him I turn, and will refute 
Thp fallacies he uttered. What pretence 
Ss/lou for saying, that to free the Greeks 
From such a second war, and for the sake 
Of Agamemnon, thou didst slay my son 
For first, 0 villain, the barbarian race ^ ^ 

With Greece, nor will, nor ever friends. 

wSat interest roused thy zeal ? Didst thou expect 

To form a nuptial union? Wert thou moved 

By kindred ties, or any secret caus^^ 

Greece with a fleet forsooth would have returned 
To lay thy country waste. Who, canst thou think, 
Will credit such assertions ? If the truth ^ 

Thou wilt confess, gold and thy thirst of gam 
Were my son^s murderers. Why, when Troy yel - 
flourished, 

Why, when the city was on every side 

Fenced by strong bulwarks, why, when Priam lived, 

And Hector wielded a victorious spear, 

Didst thou not, if thou hadst designed to act 
In Agamemnon’s favour, at the time 
When thou didst nurture my unhappy son, 

And in thy palace shelter, either slay. 

Or to the Greeks surrender up the youth 
A living prisoner ? But when Ilion s light 
Was utterly extinguished, when the smoke 
Declared the city subject to our foes, 

The stranger thou didst murder, at thy hearth 



Hecuba 59 

Who soiifjit protection. To confirm thy 
Now hear this farther charge : if thou to Orecce 
I kilst bc-t‘n a friend indeed, than shouUrst have given 
7’he gold thuu say\st thou keep’st, tiot for thine own, 
lUit Againeninoirs sake, among the troa|)s 
Who suffer want, and from their native land 
Have f«>r a te<lic)U.s season been detained. 

Ihit tliiui from those rapacious hands a'v.n now 
(kinsl ntU endure to part %vith it, but hoard st it 
Still buried in tliy coffers : as I)er;une tluH% 

Ilad.st thou trained up my son, hadst thou to him 
Been a protortor, is the renown 
d’hou would St liavc gained; for in distiess the good 
Are^ stemlfast ; Init mir prosperous fortunes jovarin 
With friends unhi<Id<‘n. Ha<lst thou h<‘en in want, 
And holyiiore alioundtul, a sure treasun; 

To ihefi would he have [iroved : but now no longer 
In him hast thou a fricuul ; thou of thy gold 
Hast lost tif enjoyment, thou tliy sons hast lust, 

Ami art thyself tlius wieteiuai But to you, 

0 Agamemmm, now attain I vS|n‘a.k': 

If you assist iiim, you will seem corrupt ; 

Fiir you will betudit a nmn devoid 
(Jf lumour, justice, piety, or truth ; 

It inigiu bf; sakl iliat ym delight in evil; 

I But, 1 presume not to re|mmr!i my lords^ 

^C^mvs. How doth a virlmnis cause inspiie the tong;ue 
I With virluoin language! 

C)n a stranger's woes 
KeUiefani I prontmute, but am constrained ; 

Inir sliame iillrnds the man wht^ lakes in hand 
Some great allair, and leaves it undecided. 

Know dien, to me thou seeuBst not to have sltdn 
Thy gursi through an itttmBimmt u* my eiuise, 

Nor yel to that of f ireece, tmt lha! his gold 
dliou miglidsl mmnt though in this wirtched state 
lliou speak to fterve thy intrrrst^. Amuni^ you 
iVfhaiw dm iiiiirder of your gimsis light ; 

We Ckcrks rsiccrii il If I arctuifc thee 

llow sliall I *«ca}ie reimmrh? Indeed I ranwg ; 
Kinre ihoii tiiwi dared tu fieriasirale the crime, 
Endure the conmiuetiw. 
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Too plain it seems, 

Polym. ^ vanquished by a female slave, 

Here shall I perish by ignoble handb. 

Hecuba. Is not this just for the atrocious deed 

P I m ily children, wretched me! 

And these quenched orbs. , . . ,i 

Hecuba ^ Griev’st thou, yet tlunk st thou nol 

That I lament my son? 

Malignant woman, 

Do you rejoice in taunting my distrras ? 

Hecuba. In such revenge have not I cause lor joy 
Polym. Yet not so hastily, when ocean’s wave-™ 

Hecuba. Shall in a bark convey me to the .shoius 
Of Greece ? 

Polym. Shall whelm you in its vast abyss 
Fall’n from the shrouds. 

, Raised thither by what impulseij 

i’o/yw. 'Upthe tall mast you with swift foot shall climb. 
Hecuba. On feathered pinions borne, or how ? 

^ Canine endued, and eyeb.alls glariiig fire. 

Hecuba. Whencedidst thou learn that 1 such wondrous chanjuj 
Shall undergo ? 

pgly^^ Bacchus, the Thracian seer. 

Gave this response. 

Heaiba. To thee did he unlold 

Nought of the grievous sufferings thou endur'.st? ^ 
Polym. Then could you ne’er h.ave caught me by your wileil, 
Hecuba. But on this change of being, alter death, 

Or while I yet am living, shall I entttr? 

Polym, After your death, and men hIkiII call youij 

tomb ... -3 

Hecuba. By my new form, or what is it thou mean st i* 
Polym. The sepulchre of that vile brute, an oliject 
Conspicuous to the mariner. 

Hecuba. _ ^ * 

My vengeance is complete. 

Cassandra too. 

Your daughter, must inevitably bleed. _ 
Heuba. Abomination i On thy guilty beai 

These curses I retort 
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p T ^ Her shall the wife 

i * Of Agamemnon sky, who sternly guards 
His royal mansion. 

Such a frantic deed 

As this may Tyndarus* daughter ne’er commit I 
She next uplifting the remorseless axe 
Shall smite her lord. 

madman, dost thou court 

Thy ruin ? 

folym. Slay me ; for the murderous batir 

Awaits yt)u, wlum to Argos you return* 

Will ye not drag him from my sight by force? 

JWvM Hear you with grief what I announce? 

^ My followers, 

Why stop ye not the rnisereant’s boding mouth? 
mouth be (Closed for ever: I have spoken. 
jmm' Will yu not east him with the utmost sfieed 
? Upon scaur df‘sert island, since he dares 

^Po speak with sueii licamtiousness ? l)i‘part, 

0 wretc’hed Hec'uba, and both those corses 
Deposit in the gjave. But, as for you, 

Yii to yi>ur Uu'd's pavilions must repair, 

O Plirygian dames : for I perceive the gales 
Rising to wait us honunvard ; may success 
AtUaid the Vijyage to our native land ! 

And in our mansitms may we find all well, 

Freed from these dangers ! 

mrus. 

And the. tents, my friends, t’ endure the toils 
Our lords im|H»se ; for thus harsh fate enjoins, 
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ANnuOMACIUL 

Helena. 

M ENEI.AtLi, 
Taltiiyhius. 

Trojan Dames. 


Neptune. 

From the va5t depths of the Aipan sea, 

Where many a maze with gracefuhmoving wvi 
Unwinds the choir of Nereids, Neptune e,.mrs. 

For from the time when PhQibu.s and ni}‘.'.tnt 
Raised on this land the rampired towers ol i loy 
With exact skill, my mind hath never lusi. 

Its fondness for this city of the riiryf'ian.s, 

Which now in ruins by the anus tireei e 
Smokes on the ground : for by Minerva's art 
Epeus of Parnassian Phocis framed 
A horse, whose hollow womb was full of at ins, 

And sent within the walls th’_enorm<nis bulk 

Big with destruction ; hence in after limes 

It shall be called “The Horse of SpeJirs," the spear 

In its dark sides concealed. I’he sacred grovisr 

Are desolate, the temples of the gods 

Flooded with gore, and Priant at the steps 

Ascending to the shrine of guardian Jove 

Hath fall’n and died : much gold, and s[toils 

Are to the Grecian vessels borne ; the troup.. 

Expect the fav’ring gale to breathe from t.le >i e, 

That after ten long y_ears, which they Iiavc passed 

In arms to lay this city low, with joy 

They may behold their children and their wives. 

But I, by Argive Juno, mighty queen, 

O’erpowered, and Pallas, whose tmittid force 

Hath crushed the Phrj'gians, quit the once fatm-d tnwe^ 
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Of Ilitim, and my altars : for when once 
Wide through a city desolation spreads, 

The hallowed rites, the worship of the gods 
Must be negl<|^:tcd. Now with loud laments 
Of captive dames to their new lords assigned 
Scamandcr’s banks resound : th' Arcadian some, 

Some the Thessalian bands, and some the sons 
Of Theseus, chiefs of Athens, as decides 
The lot, obtain. Beneath this roof are those 
Of Troy’s unhappy daughters by no lot 
Disposed, but to the leaders of the liost 
Selected; these among, by righteous doom 
A captive led, the Spartan Helentu 
And Hecuba, if any wish to see 
Her and Ikt wretched state, before the gates 
Lies stret<di(‘d, and pours an ample flood of tears ; 

And she hath ample cause, for at the tomb 
Raised to Achilles hath her daughter died, 

How pit(H)Usly ! the poor Palyxemi ; 

Priam is fall’n, her .sons are fall’n and her, 

Cassandra, whom the royal Pheebus gave 
To rove a virgin, and declare the fates, 

To secret nuptials Agarnenmon leads 
Perforce, religion and the gods despised. 

But, O my town once flourisiung, once crowned 
With bcuuteous‘Structured battlements, farewell 1 
ITad not MiiuTva sunk thee in the dust, 

On tlty firm base e’en now thou mightst have stood. 

Nkvtune, Minerva. 

^nerm. Is it permittetd me, all fc^rmer thoughts 
Of variance Itrid aside, t* address a god 
Nearest by lineage to my sire allied, 

Of mighty power, and lionoured by the gods? 
l^'^e/ffune. It is pt?rmiltc<i thee ; for kindred blood, 

Royal Minerva, hath a potent charm 
I'o rec'oncile the alienated mind. 

‘0nerva» I'hy gmihmm in anger claims my praise. 

What I would oflbr, king, imports us toIL 
0/^iune. Hast thou of new aught from, the gods to 
speak, 

From Jove, or other of the beav«ly flowers? 
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Minerva. No : for the sake of Troy I to thy power 

Am come, to use it in one common cause. ^ 

Nepiune. Dost thou, thy former hostile thoughts appeased,! 

Pity its ruins blazing in the flames ?, 

Minerva, First speak to this : wilt thou with joint design, 
Joint labour, aid in what I wish to do ? 

Nepiufie, Most willingly : but wish to know thy purpose. 

If to the Trojans friendly, or to Greece, 

Minerva, The Trojans hated once, would I delight, 

To th’ Argive host embittering their return. 
Neptime, Why have thy measures this (piick cthangc, in love 
Or hate, whichever betides, too violent? 

Minerva, Me knowst thou not how outraged, and my shrine! 
Neptune. I know: Cassandra Ajax dragged by force. 
Minerva. Nor punished by the Grecians, nor reproved, 
Neptune, Yet by thy power these Grecians wast(*d 'rn»y, 
Minerva. Therefore with thee I now would work them woe, 
Neptune, Thy purpose finds me prompt : what wouldsi 
thou do ? 

Minerva. With rig'rous vengeance sadden tlieir return. 
Neptune, On land, or when they plough the l>riny wave? 
Minerva. When o'er the deep they steer tlieir course k 
Greece, 

The stormy rain, the fierce-descending iiail, 

And the dark fury of tempestuous winds 
My sire will send: to me, his word is passed, 

His fiery thunder will he give, to hurl 
Against the Grecians, and with lightning flames 
To burn their ships. Do th(,)u, for thiiu! the power,! 
With foaming billows vast and whirling gulfs 
Tempest the vexed ,^gean ; with their dt-tad 
Fill the Euboean bay : that they may krarn 
Flenceforth with reverence to apprumdi my .shrine^ 
And pay due honours to tlie other gods, 

Neptune. It shall be so : few words this favour nccils. 

With tempests will I chafe th' /Fgt,sin seta ; 

The shores of Mycone, the Delian roc^ks, 

Scyrus, and Lemnus, and the rugged hrow^ 

Of steep Caphareus shall with numerous dtsul 
Be covered. But to high Olympus gt), 

The bolts of thunder from tliy father’s liiuuls 
Receive : then wait till they unmoor tlieir licet. 
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Unwise is he, whoe’er of mortals storms 
Beleaguered towns, and crushed in ruins wastes 
The temples of the gods, the hallowed tombs 
Where sleep the dead ; for he shall perish soon, 
^^■Hecuki. Rise, thou unhappy; from the cold ground raise 
^Fhy head, thy neck. This is no longer Troy, 

In d'roy we rule no longer. Ah the change 
Of fortune 1 Bear the change ; sail with the tide. 
With fortune sail, nor turn the prow of Hie 
Against tlie wave, nor struggle with thy fate.— 

Oil w< wot;, woo I Why is it not allowed 
A wreu^li like me to moan my country lost, 
lly childnm, and my husband! Thou high boast 
Of noble anet,;stry, how art thou shrunk, 

Iit)w vanislu'd ! What shall I in .silence hold? 

Or what not hold in .silence? What bewail? 

In what a wolui state are these poor limbs 
Rct'linttd, Iiow ill on tliis hard bed now stretched? 
Ah mr, my liead ! Ah me, my temples 1 Ah, 

My sidos 1 O !u>w I long to change my place, 

To roll, ;uul roll, and .shift from side to side, 

Proofs of tlm restless torture of my mind 1 
KVn here th’ unhappy have a Muse, to give 
'rh(*?;e wot‘s a voice, far other than the notes 
dV) joy and damu; attuned. Ye winged barks, 
Which through the purple seas ami sheltered bays 
Of Ch’eece, whilst to the inauspicious sound 
Oniutr.s and oaten piptt.s your oars kept time, 

With all your strcatmu's Hying, proudly sailed 
To saoreci Ilium, the pints of Troy 
Ihinging the haictl wife of Mcnclaus, 

A Jbul disgnu:e to CJasU>r, and a stain 
Dishonouring IvunUas. She hath slain 
Priani, tint reverend sire of ilfty children, 

And in this gulf of misery hath plunged 
dim wrtrtclied I!eeu!m« My seat i.s now— 

All, wliat a Htnix U uit Agamemnon’s tent ; 

And 1 am leil, in my old age am led 
A <*;iptive from my house, of its hoar hairs, 

8ad argument of grief, this head despoiled* 

But, O )y wreiched^wives of Trojans once 
Valiant in war, ye virgins, and ye brides 
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Tom from your loves, Troy smokes : let us kimem 
And as the parent bird that o er hri yuuu.n 

ShSB£illB0tes.Iwil beKjunH.Mrau, 

Not such as in my happier days I taisrd, 

Leaninc on Priam’s sceptre, when my hn.t 
In Phrygian measures, by the (naces laujdit, 

Led to th’ immortal gods the fesin it tami i-. 


Hecuba, Chokus. 

Chom. Why, Hecuba, these i-rieslliese^cii---; -I ^ 
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Why dost thou raise thesi; haul .atiieiit.-, : I .-ear 
The wailings, which thou uiterci.i, o (-r th.- mm:; 
Resound; and terror strikes eaeh 1 uij.iii il.mu', 
That in this tent beiuuans her ; ! y. ^ 

0 children, in the vessels ol !he i -n-rks 
The hand now gnxsps the < >ar. t • « i ^ 

What will they do? Will they with 
Far from my country bear my haple 

aerus. I know not; but my mind presie.u-i 
Alas, alas, distracted with our wue-., 

Soon we shall hear, “Ye 'rrojun dames, ennu- (uii; 
The Grecians are preparing their retuiu. 

Bfm3a. Ah, send not now tlie mad Gassaiuiia t*i me, 
That shame to Greece; her ravin;;,'; to luy woe 
Would add fresh woe. O Troy, uuh.ij-py Tmy, 
Thou art no more. Unhappy they who 1. ave tint 
Unhappy are the living ami the slain. 

Chorus. Ah me! W'ith trembling foot 1 h-.ive the tent 
Of Agamemnon, from thee, <ineen. to ieain 
Whether the sentence of the tlrei-ks he passed 
To kill me, wretched me ; or in the ship,'. 

The sailors are prepared to iiiough the main. 
jffcaiha. Early, my child, my sou! with teuoi '.tiiu !., 

Was I brought hither; from the t '.rei'i.m . now 
A herald comes informing me, to win en 

1 am assigned— ah wreldied me 1 a i.o 
Chorus. Soon will thy lot be tatst. 

Hecuba. Ah me ! Ah me I 

Chorus. Me, ntiskable me, wh;il Argive le.ols, 

Or who of Phthials vale.s, or ot the i ,!«■'. 

Encircled by the ocean, lar from ‘i'lov 
Hecuba. To whom am I, unhappy, in what kind 
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Assignexl a slave, useless, worn out with age, 

Tiic wretched form of one that is no more, 

A lifeless image on a monument? 

To kec[) their gates will they assign my charge? 

Or on tiieir children shall my office be 
1'^ attend, at Troy with royal honours graced ? 
Chorus. Ah, witli what jdaints thy miseries dost thou scan? 
Hecuki. No more these hands in the Idaan looms 
The shuttle with alternate cist shall throw: 

No mom my ehildrerfs sportive youth I see; 

Nor, ;ls in youth, shall I to lighter toils 

lie d(\stine.d, or ap})roach some Greciaifs bed: 

d'he night itself and fortune cheerless frowns. 

But at I’ircne’s fount shall be my task, 

^ My wreirh(‘d task, to draw its sacred streams. 

Chorus, Oh, to that happy country might we come, 

C)’t‘r whi(ii th’ illustrious d'heseus field his reign! 
^U'ukt^ Bat tuwor to 'i'hera|>me, hated town 
Of Helrn, seated where Eurotas whirls 
IBs ediiying stream ; exposed my servile state 
To Meiielaus, wlio wasted sacred Trdy. 

'Fhe lovtdy trat:t, through which Peneus flows, 
Delightful base, fnan which his awful height 
Olympus n’ars, in wealth, so fame reports, 

Aliounds, ami boasts its blooming fruitfulness. 

This, nr\i t!i<‘ lionoured and divine domains 
Where 'riu/seus reigned, would be mo.st pleasing to 
me. 

Mut'h have I heard of the /IstiKcan co;u>t 
Sacred to Vulcan, to the Punic shtire 
'I’hat rises opp^jsite, the mighty mother 
Of the Sii'ilian inounlains, where the wreath 
Blootus ever fresli ; and tif the neighbouring land, 
Sweet lialutalion in th‘ Ionian sea, 

Irriguous with the beauteousdiowing stream 
Of (h’atlns, whiiB llu* yellow tresses gilds, 

Am! l.>ktH.sings from its sacred fountains pours 
dBroiigh a rieh land, that boasts a generous race. 
^But Iroiii tin? Oreriim host a herald comes, 

ITanght with fresh lidinp : hasty is his step. 

What lirings he? what announcei? For in truth 
We of the JUormn land now are slaves. 
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Talthybius, Hecuba, Chorus. 

Sidln host 

In past time which concerns you all. 

This ms my te»- 

ra//;^ Singly to single chiefs are you allotted. 

And not toget er a . ^hom, to whom 
I appointed, say What happy fate 
Awaits each Trojan dame ^ _ 

singly ask of each, not all at once. 

M Cassandra, my unhappy daughter, 

Where falls her lot? ^ 

■’^The royal Agamemnon hath received. 

Beiu&a. WhaC For his Spartan spouse a slave ? Ah mf 
Talthy. No : but in seaet to the nuptial bed. 

Hecuha The virgin of Apollo, whom the god 
^ Radiant mth golden locks allowed to live 
In her pure vow of maiden chastity ^ 

Talthy With love the raptured virgin smote his heart. 
SS. Cast from thee, 0 my daughter, cast away 

Thy sacred wand, rend off the honoured wreath^ 
The splendid ornaments that grace thy brows. 
Talthv Is it not great to share a monarch s bed r 
Hecula. But where is she, whom late you took from me 

Where is my daughter? 

Talihy. Of Folyxena, 

Or of whom else is this inquiry made ? 

if«w3a. To whom is she allotted? 

Talthy. At the tomb 

Raised to Achilles it is hers to serve. 

Hecuba. Unhappy me ! Have I brought forth a child 
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Doomed at a toinh to servo? But tell me, friend, 

What custom or what rite of Greece is this? 

Tdihy- Pronounce her happy : all with her is well 
Hecaba. What ructiii thy words ? Views she the sun’s bri'dit 
ht!;uns? 

Talthy. Her tloth fate hold from every ill released. 

Hecuba. What of Androtuach<‘, the wretched wife 
Dfhehmal Hector? 'Pell me what her fate? 

Talthy. Her without lot Achilles’ son rweives. 

Htmba. And 1, whosir ajte i-nfcehlcd limbs retjuire 
A staff, to whom am I assij'iied a slave ? 

Talthy. 'Phee hatli I'lysscs, kin;' of Ithaca, 

By lot obiaim-d : to him thou art a slave. 

Hecuba. Ah, let me beat this head, aitd rend these 

0 miKcrahlf* nu^ ! } tun fnislavcd 

To a ilrtfstf’d* tin itisidinus t'<w, 

A ertypioK viprr, who wiUi hah’ful bite 
Impoisons jtistiwf* ; <nu\ whoso doubli^ toiiguc 
With tny^iiinruVi from sid(‘ to side ' 

All thirift-s poi volts, aiui turns ttt hostile hate 
What N’laf; brituc most friendly. Mourn for me, 
YcTnijan danirs, for | nut \VH*lrhetl, sunk 
To tile uittsi alijcM'i foiume, woe is me*, 

Totally sunk by thi,s ill fatotl Uft. 

Ckms. Thy fortune, vreierable queen, I know ; 

jim mine what Aigive or what tireek ermimands? 
Taiify, (hs ye uftimdanis; with what speoi! yon may 
C ondiHl rassaiuha hitluT; I luusi give her 
Tn the king's hand, llie iitluu’ eaptives tlitai, 

Kaeh as aliotUal, lead to their ntnv lortfs, ’ 

Hut what is ihis? Why flames the bla/.ing toreh 
Wifliin ? Whiii meiin these IVojan dames ? 1 o fmt 
The iinufist imt ? that, sinee the luntr draws nigh' 
Wlifm bom lies bnd they must peiioiee be btirne 
To /Ugos, they imiy perish in the flames, 

Ket*king to die ; ill brooks th* e^erssive kwe 
Of trerikeii wors like these. Open these doors, 

Open, Irsi whai |o these may give tkliglit* 

Aiiilpjiirf to i herre, miiy to my hlume Ire chargtsJ. 

It is not so : they raise no flumes ; bin forth 
My freiitie etiihi, C'lismiidrit ruihei to «i* 
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Cassandra, Hecuba. Talthybius, Chorus. 

Cassan. Wave the torch, _and ' 

Thus I bear it blazing bright, 

Rev’rence and illume the shrine ; 

Royal Hymen, it is thine. 

See, the happy bridegroom see, 

And the happy bride in me : 

At Argos I shall mount the nuptial bed. 

Royal Hymen, by thee led. 

Since thy tears, my mother, flow, 

And thy heart is rent with woe, 

For my slaughtered father s f.itc, 

And my country’s ruined state, 

At my spousals I will raise 
A fire shall shine, shall 1 amc. sh.all li aze. 

And, royal Hymen, on the bridal night 
Give to Hecate the light, 

For a virgin’s nuptial bands ; 

Sacred custom this demands. 

Nimbly let your feet advance, 

Ouiv’ring high in festive dance. 

As if Priam’s prosperous throne 
Bright with royal s[)lendours shone. 

The choir is hallowed: with them, I’hcelnis, morel 
In thy sacred laurel grove 
Offrings at thy shrine I lay, 

Hymen, ’tis my bridal day. 

Lead the dance, my mother, lead. 

Quick in varj’ing motions tread. 

And, my gliding steps to grace, 

Light the mazy measure trace. 

To royal Hymen raise, 0 hallowed train, 

Raise the joy-announcing strain ; 

Hail the bride with songs of joy. 
Gorgeous-vested nymph.s of Troy ; 

Hail the bridegroom, to my bed 

By the Fates’ appointment led. 

Chorus. Wilt thou not, queen, thy raving tlaiiglder ho,<l, 
That she appear not ’midst the host of < oeece 
Possessed with this indecent levity ? 

Hecuba. 0 Vulcan, thou indeed the miptia! torch 
Of mortels bearest. but a baleful flame 
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Dost thou now wave, and void of each fond hope 
Alas, my dauglUcr, little did I think 
'fhat ever thou shouldst wed beneath the spear, 
llenealh the arms of Greece ! Give me the torch; 
111 it hesi'cins tlK;e frentic thus, with step 
'rims wild, to bear its flame; nor to thy mind 
Have thy misfortunes brought more sober sense; 
but, my poor child, thy state remains the same. 

Hear m the torcdies ; ami, ye Trojan dames, 
h'or tears ex<'h;inge her nuptial melody. 

Cussan. Mother, adorn my head ; for I have gained 
A (miuiucst : in my nuptials with a king 
Rejoice. Gome, le;ul me. If I go too .slow, 

I’uslj me by force ; for this is not Apollo. 

Th’ illustrious Agamemnon, king of Greece, 

We<i,s me ; but in these nuptials he shall find 
Mure woe than Paris when he wedded Helen; 
lyr I will kill liim, ami lay wmste his house; 

Thus for my brothers’ and my father’s death 
I will have vcmge.anei; : hut no words of this: 

I will say nothing of the axe, which goes 
Into my m-ek, and that of others too; 

Nor oi the contest where a mother bleeds 
(This .sh.all mv nuptials raise) ; nor of the house 
Of Atiett;; siiidt in ruins: 1 will show 
This city than the Crcri.ins far more blest 
<I feel th’ inspiring gml, hut will awhile 
Bid the propltetift fury cease to .swell) ; 

'riiey for one woman, and tme fatal bed 
Sought Helen, and lost thousand.s; their wise chief 
Himself, to gain what iiitsst the soul abhors, 

Hath thrown awjiy what most it loves, and given 
'I’he sweet dome;, tie pleasure-^ of his ehildri'U 
'I'o win his brother’s wife. ; yet was she bonte 
Gonseiitingly, not forcibly away. 

U'heti to .Seam.'inder's banks they came, they died ; 
Nor from their I'outjtry, or its high tow'rcd towns, 
Were they driven forth; those whom the .sword 
d-'i.tioved 

Tlieir ( hililren saw no more, nor were their limbs 
By their wives’ liands in decent vestments wrapt, 

But in a forcigtj land they !ie. At home 
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*^c . their widowed wives 

Like desolation r^gn • j have in vain 

Are dead; their parente, 

Reared offspring J . ^ tht-j,- tonilw. 

Such are the I better hushed 
Deeds -ivi.^cie be mine, h) clKUiiit 

In silence :nev^^tee^ 

What raises on th brightest Rnw:e, 

The TrojanS; what s g > ^pcar 

Died for their f borne lu.uu', and de. 
Who fell, were by .eiitilrln c, 

Round in their na ‘ tiuisi,; rites wort; duil 

Entombed by m S. ca.-h thiy I 

wS^stranprs to ^at thoo ; 

Esteemed dm bravest . 

?Lt:rSnS'liVc^:n:nn.;a.d^ 

Paris espoused 'i^^wmbd at iuimr 

Had she been In d, ,v.nrti. 

5: i?Stoii are kindled, no nu-mi mown 

Hd wins who bravely for h.seom, try or, „ . 

Chaimting what haply thou wtit ’ 

Mj. But that Apollo bath wuh h- I . 

Thy sense, unpunished sn ti ut i I 
Su shouldst not from this >7:.?! hi 'h 

But what commands respw t, ami > .■• 

As wise, is nothing better than the im ■ 

Of no repute : for this most potent .. 

Of all the Grecians, dm much homniuai son 
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Of Atreus, is enamoured with his prize, 

This frentic raver. I am a poor man, 

Yet would I not receive her to my bed. 

For thee, since thou hast not thy perfect sense, 

All thy reproaches on the Greeks and all 
Thy praises of the Trojans, to the winds 
I give to scatter them. But to the ships 
Attend me, beauteous minion of our chief. 

Thou, since Ulysses wills to lead thee with him. 
Follow; a virtuous lady shalt thou serve, 

As they, who came to Ilium, speak her fame. 

CcLSsan, This is a busy slave. What one name suits 
All heralds ? The abhorrence of mankind. 

Ye ministers of tyrants and of states, 

And dost thou say that to Ulysses' house 
My mother shall be led ? Where are the words 
Of Phoebus then, which say, by me made known, 
Here she shall die ? The rest revile I not : 

But he, unhappy, knows not what a train 
Of sufferings waits him, so that he shall deem 
Mine and the Phrygians' ills, with his compared. 
Treasures of gold : for after ten long years 
To ten long years here wasted, he shall reach 
His native land alone ; but visit first 
The straits, amidst whose gulfs, that now disgorge 
And now resorb the floods, Charybdis holds 
Her terrible abode ; the blood-stained cave 
Of the huge Cyclops, mountain savage, gorged 
With flesh where life yet quivers; Circe's isle, 

Whose charmed cup transforms whoever taste 
To swine; tempestuous seas with wrecks o’erspread; 
Men in the flow'ry Lotus who delight ; 

The sacred heifers of the sun, whose flesh 
Shall send forth lowings, to Ulysses sound 
Of horror : to be brief, to Pluto's realms 
Alive shall he descend : and from the waves 
Escaped, returning to his country find 
A thousand ills. But why repeat the toils 
That wait Ulysses? Go, that I with speed 
May wed a bridegroom in the shades below. 

Thou, who in thought some glorious deed art now 
Achieving, leader of the Grecian host, 
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Wretch, shall be buried wretchedly by aight, 



Ye garlands of the gods, must dt at^ 

Prophetic ornaments, farewell: tiic ii,..:. .>, 

In which I once delighted, arc to me 
No more. Begone ! I rend ymt fruiu i n... U .ii 
I yet am chaste, 1 give them to the sytm 
To toss, to scatter them, prophetic kiiu; . ^ 

Where is the leader’s bark ? 1 

Mount its tall sides ? No Icmgi'r shall lliv sails 
Wait for the breathing gales; Imt thou .sh.nt la 
A Fury, an Erinnys, from this laml. 

Farewell, my mother ! Do not shed a tear. 

O niy loved country, 0 niy bruuutr, stiui. 

To the dark realms below, 0 lather 
Shall you receive me ; to your I come 

Triumphant from the ruin of tlu* lunmr 
Of Atreus. bv w'hose sons we thus aie tali u I 
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Hkcuha, Chokus. 

Chorus. Ye, who attend the aged 1 Iccuha, 

Behold you not the queen, how to the gnmnU 
Speechle.ss she sinks ? Shall not your haiui:: with ra:; 
Support her? Wretches, will yon lei her age ^ 

Lie on the earth ? Haste, raise her, npngbi raa.e liw 

Eeafba. Forbear, ye virgins; what was pleasing ouct; 
Pleases no more : here let me he tints laU n, 

A fall that suits what I have suffemi, what 
I suffer, and shall suffer. 0 ye gods, 

Unkind associates I indeed invoke, 

Yet when affliction rends the angutslietl heait. 

We with becoming grace invoke llie gods 
First it is pleasing to me to recount 
My happier fortunes: thus my woes slsall r.o n 
A stronger pity. Royal was my birth, 

And marriage joined me to a royiil house ; 

There I was mother of illustrious smis, 

Sons with superior excellence adorned 
Above the Phrygians ; such no Trojan dame, 
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No f no Barbarian e’er could boast • 

lhasc I saw (all’n beneath the Grecian spear, 
And iaui my severed tresses on their tomb. 

-<,r >nam too. their father, flowed my tears : 

IBs (ate heaid not from refiort, but .saw it, 

I hese eve.s beheld him murdered at the altar 
Ol piiardian Jove ; my vancpiished city stormed: 
A y dinijiters, whom I nurtured high 'in hope 
Oi .-hnosm,.; honourable nuiuials for them 
Fur others nurtured from my hand.s are rent : 
Iheie IS hope that me they e’er .shall see, 

And 1 shall nev«-r see them more. I'h’ e.streme 
1 he heipht ot my aiilietimt ills is this ■ ’ 

J to some house shall go ii haary slave, 
lo some base task, most irksome to my uee 
Assigned : or at their doors to keep the kevii 
A [loiiiess siiall 1 wait, the mother oiiee 
(H Ileetor, (It to lahoiir at the mill ; 

I'or royal I'ouehes, on the p.roiind to make 
My nipeed hed ; and o’er these worn-out limlis 
i he tattered temnant of a worn out robe, 
Unseemly to my hajipier state, to throw. ' 

Ah, tor one w.iiuaii’s nuptial hed, what woes 
Are mine, and will he mine ! Alas, my child 
My poor < assandra, madd’ning witli the eods’ 

Hy what mislomines is thy purity ' 

Defiled? And where art diou, fnlyxetn 
D thou unhappy ! 'Phtis of all my wms ’ 

And all my daiighfms, many though they were. 
Not one IS left to .s»H»the niv miseries. 

Why (1. , y, ,u raise me, virgins ? With wliat hrrpe 
Lerul you tins foot, whn h iinee svith stately jmrt 

I roy lull upw h %Ihvi% tfi Sf’t'fc 

A hrsl of leaves strewrt m tla* groiiml, a stone 
My pillow, there to lie, to pr-rish there 
nslril Htifi J |n*|| 

Nuw llotiri^hing m tiiipf»y, m tliry die 

Ciimm. 

I’or Troy, O Mu«e. atti,,,* 

AihI III triiri tfii? iplc:itiii«bri^lhiiig iongi' 
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To such a theme such notes belong : 

For Troy unwonted measures now sha flow, 

Shil tell my sorrows, how beneath 
The guileful fabric, big with death, 

T fpn a caDtive to the Argive spear . 

When from th’ enormous beast, that hides 
A host within its caverned sides, 

With golden trappings hung around. 

Rolled to the gates with thund ring sound, 
Issuing in arms the chiefs of Greece appear. 

But from the rock of Ilium high. 

With shouts the blinded Phrygians cry, 

“Go, from your toils released, ye sons of Iroy. 

This hallowed fabric draw with joy 
To Tove-bom Pallas place the pledge divine 
In favoured Ilium’s rampired shrine. 

The young, the old promiscuous throng, 

Ar,<i mil with sones of ioy the fraudful pest along 
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Prom every street with eager pace. 

The pines of Ida flaming in their hands. 

Rush to the gates the 1 rojan bands, 

To Pallas in her favoured tower to place 
The fabric formed with Argive wiles. 

The pest which Phrygia’s state beguiles. 

The heaven-framed present of the unyoked steed : 
With twisted cables thrown around 
They drag it o’er the fatal ground, 

Like a new bark in gallant state. 

To Pallas in her rocky scat. 

To toil and joy the shades of night succeed : 

The Libyan pipe swells clear and high. 
Attuned to Phrygian melody j 
To the light notes in many an airy round 
The frolic virgins nimbly bound. 

And joyful as they dance their voices raise, 

Sweet warbling spritely-fancied lays. 

In every house the blazing fires 
Sink at the hour of rest, and their swart 
expires. 
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JLpode. 

Then too my vaulted roofs around 
The voice of joy was heard to sound ; 

We to Diana raised the strain, 

Chaste huntress-queen that leads the mountain train. 
Sudden a wild tumultuous roar 
With shudcrring horror strikes our souls : 

Loud and more loud the city o’er 
To Pergamus it deepening rolls : 

My dear, dear infants round their mother prest, 

And grasjHMl with trembling hands my vest 
Now, by Mimu-va’s guardian care, 

Rushed from its ambush the imprisoned war: 

Round th(,‘ [)olluted altars slain 
In blood are rolled the sons of Troy: 

O’er th(' rich rooms, once scenes of joy, 

Horror and desolation reign, 

And bear to Creece, her victor sons P adorn, 

I'he crown from weeping Plnygia borne. 

Hkcuf.a, Andhomachk, Chorus, 

Chorus. See, royal huly, on this foreign car 

Aiulroinaclui is borne; and at her breast, 

Which trembles to tlie motion of tlie wheels, 
Astyanax, th<^ son of Hector, laid. 

Ilccuha. \\'hith(*r, unhajjpy woman, art thou borne, 

Placed in that car iH'side the hra/xm arms 
Of HtH'tor, and the spoils by the strong spear 
Rent from the Phrygians? Distant far from Troy 
In Phthia ihesf* the prtaal son of Achilles 
Sliall hang, to <‘rown tlm tetnples of the gods, 
Andnh My Creeian lords fierce me away. 

Ikcuha. Air me f 

Ami/iK Why thou heave my sighs? 

Ah wretched me I 

A^tdriK I'hat fi»r my som»ws ■-* 

'Jlmha. Seast thou this, 0 Jove 1 

AnJrtK And my distresses rise, 

^ Alas, my children I 

Andm. We were iliy rliildren once. 

My state is falln ; 

IVoy too is fairiu 
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Andro, Unhappy I 

jfecuba. 

My noble sons are falFn. 

Andro, . Alas, alas 1 

Hecuba. Alas my ills, the miserable fate 
Andre. Of ruined Troy. 

Hecuba. Which smokes upon the ground. 

A?tdro. Oh, wouldst thou come, my husl)and ! 

Hecuba. i dost call 

My son, unhappy, in the realms Ixdow 1 
Andro. Thou bulwark of thy wife 1 
Hecuba. And tlinu, wliose .soul 

Swelled high against the Grecians, Priam, once 
The aged father of my children, U‘a<l, 

0 lead me to the 'gloomy realms beknv ! 

Chorus. These griefs are great. 

Hecuba. And dreadful arc the ills 

We suffer. 

Chorus. For thy ruined country : woes, 

Such is the pleasure of the gods, succeet! 

To woes. Nor hath thy son escaj^tal frtun death, 
Who for a bed abhorred hatli sunk in dust 
The towers of Troy, and near the rampired rock 
Of Pallas stretched the bodies of the .siaiti, 

WelPring in blood, by vultures to he itu n : 

And Troy is bowed beneath the stTvilc yoke. 
Hecuba. My country, my unhappy country, thec 
Wasted I weep. 

Chorus. Thou seest its wretcl^ed cmd. 

Hmiba. And thee my house, where oft I was a iriutlicr. 
Chorus. Unhappy children, wasted is your town, 

Your mother desolate. 

Hecuba. What strains arc these, 

What strains of woe! Tear.s after tears strciffll 
dOTO 

In sorrow for my house : the dca<l furgr t.s 
His sorrows, and his tears stream tiuwn no luere. 
Chorus. How sweet are tears to those whu suficr ills ? 
Sweet are the strains of lamentation, sweet 
The mournful Muse that tunes hvt notr.s to 
Andro. Mother of Hector, that brave chief, svlumi spear , 
, Once pierced the Grecian squadrcais, seest thou tliisij 



79 


The Trojan Dames 

Hecuba. I see th’ appointment of the gods ; the low 
How they exalt, and hurl the mighty down. 

Andro. I, with my child, am led away, the spoil 
Of war : th’ illustrious progeny of kind's, 

O fatal change, is sunk to slavery. * ’ 

Hecuba. Necessity is rig’rous : from me late 

Cassandra went,' torn from my arms by force. 
Andro. Alas! Another Ajax then, it seems. 

Thy daughter finds : but thou hast other ills 

Hecuba. Unmeasured and unnumbered are my ills: 
Afilictions with afflictions still contend. 

Andro. rolyxen.'i, thy daughter is no more ; 

Devoted to Achilles, on his tomb 
An ofPring to the lirelc.s.s dead she fell. 

Hecuba. All wretclual me I This was the dread event 
'ralthyhius hinted to me in dark terms. 

Andro. I saw her, and (lescending frmn tliis car 

IVraiit the vests round her, and bewailed her dead. 

Hecuba. Aliis, my daughter, what unhallowed rites I 
Alas, alas ! unst'cmly hast thou perished. 

Andro. She perished, as she perished : but her fate 
In death is happier far than mine who live. 

Hecuba. ’Tis not one thing, my child, to live or die: 

The living hopes await, the dead are nothing. 

Andro. Hear, that with pleasure I may touch thy soul 
Not to be horn, I argue, and to die, 

Are equal : but to die is better far 
'I'ban to live wretched ; for he knows not grief 
Who hath no .sentse of misery : Imt to fall 
From fortune’s blessed height, to the low state 
Of abject wretchedness, di.stract.s the soul 
With the keen sense of former htippincss. 

Like as the light of life she ne’er had seen, 
Polyxena i.s dead, and of her ills 
Knows nothing; I, who aiimal at glorious rank, 
And nsteheii my aim, from fortune widely erred : 
All that to prudent nmtron.s gives a grace, 

In Hector’s house wa.s ever my employ. 

First, for in this to womttn hliune is due, 

Charged or not charged, to such tu» rove abroad, 

I checked this wandVing humour, and nanained 
At home, within my house; nor gay discourse 
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W.11 ocS With silence of the tongue 

S AcMes, sX as I «» 

(jt nercc u^]re: me a.s his wife, 

^^r.sss3.« 

WdIappear:ifIdisd«nhislove, 

rs'>* .,, 

Rductant; yet the beast, by nature funned 
Less excellent, nor speech nor reason kiunvs. 

O my loved Hector, I was blest »’ 

Thou wast the lord of all ^7 wishes, gi t . 

In understanding, noble birth, and ''‘j . 

And valour: from my father s huuM tlu.u lir.,t 
Ledd’st me a virgin to the bridal bed . 

Now thou are perished, and I nu>unt the bar 
For Greece, a captive to the servile yoke. 

Hath not the death then of I o pt‘^h ^ 

Whom thou bewailest, lighter ills iljati mum • 

For not to me e’en Hope, wliieh still is h U 
To all of mortal race, remains;, _ no thougut 
That better fortune e’er will visit me. 

With pleasing expectation cheats my nimd. 

CAorus. Alike our suft’nngs; and thou leimhesl me, 

Thine own ills wailing, my unhappy state. 

Hernia. I never entered bark ; my knowledge spi mg,-. 
From what in picture I have .seen, or beard 
From others. When a storm, whose modeiute futwj 
May be sustained, the curling billows swells, 
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With prompt alacrity the sailors toil 
To guide the vessel safe ; one at the helm 
His station takes, one tends the sails, one plies 
The pump ; but if the wild tempestuous sea 
Mocks their vain efforts, they to fortune yield, 

And leave her to the rolling of the waves. 

So hires it now with me : with various ills 
Encompassed I am silent, give them way, 

And check my vain complaints ; for from the gods 
'rhis cruel storm okrpowers me. But do thou, 

0 my loved cluld, on Hector’s fate no more 
Fix thy sad thoughts ; not all thy streaming tears 
Will save him : honour then thy present lord, 

And with tliy gentle manners win his soul ; 

This doing, thou shalt cheer thy friends, and train 
This (diilci, my Hector’s son, to manhood, strong 
To sutxxmr Troy ; that sons from him may spring. 
Who shall again the towers of Ilium raise, 

And oiu'c more to its state restore the town, 
but trouble ytT ptu’chance from trouble springs; 

This ( hiu'ian oftic(T I see again 
Advancing to us, bearing new commands. 

TAi;riivmus, Hkcuba, Andromache, Chorus, 

Ttilfhy. liicni wife of Hc.saor, of tlie Phrygian once 
i'htt bravest, do not hate me : for my tongue 
Unwillingly will utter what the Greeks 
I)e(Tee and the Pelopidm command. 

AndnK Why with this tragic proem dost thou greet me? 

7aithv. It is detu'ced thy son-how shall I speak it! 

Jm/nK What ? that he have not the same lord with me? 

7a///{v, None of tlu' ( iretians e’er shall Ih' his lord. 

Aminh 'fcj leave him here, a relic of the 'rrt)jans? 

7aitm\ I cannot utter, but with pain, thy ills. 

AndnK I praise thy modest awe, speak thou but good. 

7\iiih}K Tins greiit ill thtni mmt know; they slay thy 
son* 

Audrn. Tins titan my marriage is a greater ill 

Ulysses hnitkt tlP assembled Greeks prevails. 

Andnh All, these are ills Urn ^trievous to be borne. 

7}tMn\ Not to liring up a valiant warrior’s son. 

Andnh Thus for hm own sons may hk voice prevail ! 
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^ 7.7 that they cast him from the towers of Troy. 

ra///.;. But trial be thy prudence shown : 

Withhold him not, with noble fortitude 

port thy griefs : nor think that thou hast power, 
\^ere all thou canst is nothing. Thou canst find 
No succour : it behoves thee weigh this well 
Tow lies thy city, low thy husband lies, 

Thou art a captive : we have force enough 
Ag-ainst one woman. Wish not then to strive ; 

Let no indecent, no despiteful deed 
Dishonour thee. Nor would I have thee vent 
Thy curses on the Greeks ; for shouldst thou speak 
What shall disgust the troops, thy son perchance 
May lie unpitied, and denied the rites 
Of sepulture : but if thou bear thine ills 
In silence and with fortitude, his corse 
Will not be left unburied, and thyself 
Wilt from the Grecians find more courtesy, 

dndro, O, my dear child, my fondly clierished son, 

Thou by the foes ,shalt die, ah me ! and leave 
Thy vNuretched mother. Yes, tliy father's worth 
Shall kill thee, which to others is a shield 
Yielding protection. In an evil hour 
For thee thy father's virtues are renowned. 

O my unhappy bed, and nuptial rites, 

^Vhich led me to the house of Ilector, there 
Not to be mother of a son to fall 
A victim by the Grecians, but to reign 
Lord of the fruitful A.sial Dost thou weep, 

My son ? Hast thou a sense of thy ill fate ? 

Why dost thou clasp me with thy hands, why hold 
My robes, and shelter thee beneath my wings 
Like a young bird? No Uiore my Hector comes 
Fetuming from the tomb, he grasps^ no more 
His glittering spear, bringing pr(Jte('tion to thee ; 
No more thy father's kindred, or the force 
Of the brave Phrygians : but fr<un liiunfs hcu'ght, 
By merciless hands hurled headlong, shalt thou fall, 
And crushed breathe out thy life. O soft em!>race, 
And to thy mother dear I 0 fragrant breath I 
In vain I swathed thy infant limbs, in vain 
■ I gave' thee nurture at this breast, and toiled 
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Wasted with care. If ever, now embrace, 

Now clasp thy mother, throw thine arms around 
My neck, and join thy cheek, thy lips to mine. 

Why, O ye Grecians, studying barb’rous ills, 

Why will you kill my son ? He hath not wronged 
you. 

Daughter of Tyndarus, but not of Jove, 

From many fathers must I deem tliee sprung, 

From Vengeance first, then Hate, from Slaughter, 
Deatli, 

And all the ills earth breeds : for ne’er from Jove 
Durst I |)ronounce thy birth. Thou fatal pest 
'Po many Phrygians, and to many Greeks, 

I'cnlition seize thee 1 By thy beauteous eyes 
Hu)u vilely liast destroyed the realms of Troy. 

lal:e him, bear him, hurl him from the 
heiglit, 

If ye must hurl liim, feast upon his llesh : 

For from the gods hath ruin falPn on us : 

We liave no power to save my child from death. 
Cover this wretched body, wrap it close, 

(^ast it into ymir galley; for I come 
'Po glorious nuptials, Iiaving lost my son. 

Chm^s. Unliajipy dVoy, what numbers hast thou lost, 
d'hrough one vile woman, and her hateful bed 1 
Andm Forlxair, my stai, forbear thy fond embrace 
Of thy afi]i<*tcd mother. Go, ascend 
The summit t)f those unvers, thy fother’s once, 
sphere leave thy life, for so hath Greece decreed 
'Pakf* him : fit herald (T this deed is he, 

Who knows no touch of pity or of shame, 

But rather to your mandate gives assent# 

Jlmjhi. O child, O son of my unhappy son, 

\\\) of thy life, Ireyond our thoughts, are reft, 

I, ami tliy mother! What can I, poor hoy, 

What vixn I do for tltee, hut smite this head. 

And lieat this breast? Tltat we can give thee, 
that. 

Is in our power. Ah me, what griefs for Troy 
I .siifirr, what for thee I Is there an ill 
W(t hav«* n<Jt ? What is wanting to the woes, 

Which all tire dreadful band of Ruin brings? 
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Hecuba, Chorus. 

Chorus. 

StroJ^he L 

Thou lord of Salaniis, where love 
The honey-gath’ring bct^s to rove, 

Thou, who didst hold thy island s(, ‘at 
Around whose rocks the billows !)eat, 

Whose hallowed mounds first boast to show 
Ranged down their sloping sides the olive hough, 

Of blue-eyed Pallas hcaviuily crown, 

And glory of her polisluHl town : 

Thou with Alcmena's son, whose hand 
Grasped the strong how, holds! higji t'ommand. 
Tby soul, like his, to glorious action hold, 

To Troy, 0 Telamon, to dVoy, 

Our rampired city to destroy, 

Thou camst, from Greece thou cumst In times of old. 

A/itisifrif/fh t * 

When, raging for the stctsis denied, 

Of Greece he led the blooming piide ; 

Where Simois pours his heautcinis ihu^ii 
The hero’s barks at anchor sttHui ; 

Dauntless he leaj)ed upon tiu* strand, 

His bow and arrows grasping in his hand ; 

Laoraedon with wiki affriglit 
Marked how they winged their slaught’ring flight. 
Though Phcelms squared eaeli ptflished stone, 
The higii-raised rampinss are okntlunwn ; 
Around the ruddy flame.s devouring rise, 

And Troy a heap of ruin iii‘H : 

Twice raged the spear arounrl her walls, 

And twice with thund’ring sound l!ic city tails. 

I, 

In vain then at the golden bowls of jovc 
Has thou thy honourett pliice, 

Thy steps composed with sweetesi grace, 
Presenting at the feast divine 
To heaven’s high king the s|mrkling wine | 
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Vain, Dardan boy, thy glorious charge above ; 

For war and wasting flames destroy, 

Sunk to the ground, thy native Troy. 

Tiie sea- washed shores around 
Loud cries and shrieks resound, 

As for tier young when tlie poor bird complains, 
And anguish swells her strains : 

Their husbands some, and some their sons deplore, 
'riu‘ir mothers some, with age that bow, 
Lameiit with woe. 

Thy brimmed IkuIis are now no more, 

A silent %vastft the circus lies, 

Once thy loved sr(?ne of manly exercise, 

Bui tluni the tlmuu; of Jove b(‘si(k\ 

Blooming in all youth’.s roseate pride, 

Sweetly serene dost woo each grace 
d'u give nt‘W beauties to Ihy face : 

Yet Briands nsdms He waste, a desert drear, 
lU!netUh tlu‘ (keciait spear, 

Anihin’^phf a. 

0 Love, O Love, tliat l« the seats of 'Froy, 

TIty gently glowing firt? 

Kindling 'm heavenly brt*asts desire, 

Didst once direct llty pleasing lliglu, 

To wluit a splemlid, stately height, 

Whilst gods her dtmr alliance pmght witli joy, 

Didst thou exalt her glorious fame? 

Now must thou bear another name; 

No mt»re joy'-kindling Love, 

Hut tlie reproach of Jove. 

'Fhis fatal morn, with silver -waving wings 
Which tight to imutals Ijrings, 

Hatli seen ileslnietkiii wide its ravagt^ spr«*ad, 

Hath seen tint lowers of Troy laid low 
lletmaifi th^ msuUirtg foe : 

With offspting yet lo bless her bed 
Her hiislmnd from tliw land she iKire; 

The fiivoufcd youth yon orient regions ifer 
Her four elhercmi ciiuriers law, 

Htaced by her m the golden ear, 
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Hence to thy country Hope might rise, 

Graced with the favour ot the skies : 

But all the love, which touched tlui goa;> with joy, 
Shrinks from the aid of d’ruy. 

Menelaus, Hecuba, Chorus. 

Mene. 0 thou bright-beaming radiance of tins sun, ^ 

Helen in thee, my wife, these hands siiai. seize, 
After the many toils 1 have sustainctl, ^ 

I, and the Grecian host. I came to d roy, 

Not for a woman, as some lightly think, 

But armed with vengeance 'gainst the man who broke 
Each hospitable law, and from my hou.S(‘ 

Bore, as his spoil, my wife, ^ But tiie just gruls 
He hath his meed, he and his country iaU n 
Beneath the arms of Greece, d lu; Spartan dame, 
For not with pleasure can my tt»nguc pronounce 
Her name who was my wife, once \sas, I coiue 
To lead from hence: for in this tent, among 
The other captive dames of d'roy enrolled, 

Is she detained. For they, whose ttdling spfsir 
Achieved her, have presented her Ui nu* 

To kill her, or, if such my will, to ( ha:ere 
Alive to lead her: but my purp<ssc is 
The death of Helen to forbear at d'my, 

And bear her in my stout hark o’er the seas 
To Greece; and there, in vengeance for my friends 
Who beneath Ilium died, to give her death. 

But, ye attendants, go into tiie tent, 

Bring her forth, drag her by the hair \\ifh hliH^i 
Deeply polluted: when the fav’ring winds 
Breathe in our sails, to Gretam shall -.he he jamt. 

Eecuha. 0 Jove, who rulest the rolling id the t*arth, 

And o’er it hast thy throne, wlmeVr thou art, 
d?he ruling mind, or the lU'Ccssity 
Of nature, I adore thee. Dark Uiy whvh 
And silent are thy steps; to mortal man 
Yet thou with justice all things dost ortlaim 

Mene. Why to the gods dost Ihou renew iliy vows ? 

Mecuia. I praise thy resoktlion, hltmelaus, 

If thou shalt kill thy wife* But fly her siglil : 

She captivates the eyes of men, lakea towns, 
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Sets houses all on fire ; such blandishments 
She hath t' allure the soul ; I know her well, 

Thou knowst her, and all they that suffer by her. 

HELimA, Menklaus, Hecuba, Chorus. 

Eekna. This is a prelude which may well cause fear ; 

For by tliy servants, Menelaus, by force 
I from the tent am dragged. But little wants 
T’ assure me tliat I am cletested by thee. 

Yet 1 would ask thee, by the states of Greece 
And tluHi touching my life what is decreed. 

Mene. Justict; hatli not pronounced fixed sentence on 
thee ; 

Ihil ail tlu^ liost of Greece, whom thou iiast 
wrongt'd, 

Give thc<t to and thou by me shalt die. 

J/elaia. May I havti leave ’gainst this to urge my plea, 

'Unit, if 1 die, not justly I shall die? 

Not to hold couv<u\se came I, but to kill thee. 

Ilecuim, Vet htsir her, Mcuttlaus, nor let her die, 

Her blan<i extnise not urgual : but to her plea 
Let me reply, for of the ills in Troy 
dluju nothing knowst j but when I sum them all, 
kVciin death no refuge slmll be left to her. 

Tins re(iuircs leisure ; yet if she would speak, 

She is allowed ; but Uu her know thy wtuais 
Gain her this l(*ave ; no grace to her I grant. 

'JIe/e;nr, Let me well or ill appear to speak, 

d'hou no r^’ply wilt haply deign me, deemed [ia 
IMenki.aus) 

An enemy ; yet to the crime, of which 
I know thou wilt a«*<mse me, I will make Ukcuba] 
K(*ply, and thy charge my pleas t^pp^^-'^G 
’Gainst tilts* my ehargtc She first, tlu*n, to these ilk 
C»av<* hirih, when s!m gave Baris Ifirth ; and next 
"rUt* agtnl Briam ruined Troy and ihec, 

Hie infant nut tlesiroying, at his birth 
Dcnoumaal a baleful firebraiKl Hear from tlicnce 
Wlial tbllowed. ^fwixt the rival goddesses 
Baris was judge. From Ballai was his rntaal 
Tc^ leatl th« Bhrygian arms, ^ and conquer Greece ; 
From JuuiJ, if to her his voice adjudged 
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The prize, to hold o’er Asia and the bounds 
Of Europe his wide empire : but, my form 
Extolling, Venus promised to his arms 
To give me, if in beauty she surpassed 
The other goddesses. Mark ik)w t!i’ event. 

The prize is given to Venus ; and so tar 
My nuptials profit Greece : you are not fall n 
Beneath Barbarians or a tyrant’s sway, 

Nor to protect your country stand in arms. 

I, in what Greece is hajipy, am uiuione, 

Sold for my beauty, and with cruel taunts 
Reviled for what my head deserves a crown. 

But thou wilt say that to an obvious ciuirij^e 
I have not yet replied, that from tliy house 
I Bed by stealth. Her son, for ruin born, 

Or Paris called or Alexander, came, 

And brought no feeble godde.ss in Ins tram : 

Him, thou most worthless, leaving m tliy house, 
From Sparta didst thou hoist ihy sails for Crete. 
Well, what ensued of thee I will not ask, 

But of myself: what could induce my thought, 

My country for a stranger, and my liouse 
Betrayed, to follow him ? I’hy vengc*anc<* rouse 
Against the goddess, and be thou tlian Jove 
More potent ; he o’er other gods bears rult^, 

But is her slave: I then may fainion hnd. 

But hence against me thou mayst urge a charge 
Of specious argument : When Paris di<‘d, 

And low in earth was laid, ht.-lioved me theai, 

Since by no god my nuptials tlum were wruuiJit, 

To leave his house, and to the Cretuan ships 
To come. On this I earnestly was bent ; 

Witness, ye guards who kept the gatrs, aiu! you 
Who stationed on the walls held <‘areiui wat«'h, 
How oft you found me from the hatiiements 
With ropes attempting to sii<lc down hy ^itoalth: 
But this new husband seizing me hy lurcc, 
Deiphobus, the Trojans much averse, 

Held me his wife. How then can justit'e di>c»m nifi 
To die? With justice how can I he slain 
By thee, my husband, since he weckled me 
By force ? Thus from my house was 1 a slave 
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Sold for the prize of conquest. If thou aim 

T’ exceed the gods in power, the thought is folly. 
Chorus. Defend thy cluldren and thy country, queen ; 
Refute her glozing speech. Her words are fair, 

Her actions foul. In this much danger lies. 

Ileculnh Dhe goddesses my voice shall first defend, 

And show tliat she unjustly charges blame 
On them. For Juno never will I deem, 

Or virgin l^allas, to such frenzy sunk, 

That Ai-gos to Barl)arians she would sell, 

Or Pallas to tlie Plirygians e'er enslave 
Her favoured Athen.s, wlio in sportive mood 
And dainty dalliance to Ida came, 

For form contesting. Whence this strong desire 
In loyal Juno of superior charms? 

Was it to win a greater lord than Jove? 

Did Pallas, of her father who had asked 
'Po ke*ep iier virgin purity unsoiled, 

Flying ('onnuhial rite.s, aim now P obtain 
The nuptials of some god? Forbear to charge 
'i'hese goddess(‘s witli folly, to set off 
'Phy o\Vn inisdt‘eds ; no credence with the wise 
Wilt thou ac(juire. But Venus, thou hast said 
(High subjert this for laughter), with my son 
Came to the house of Menelaus. At rest 
In heaven remaining, could .she not have brought her, 
Ami e’en Amyc'ke, liad she pleased, to Troy? 

IMy son was with .surpassing beauty graced ; 

And thy fond passion, wlum lie struck thy sight, 

Became a \hmus : for each foali.sl'i fondness 

To mortals is a Venus, and the soul 

Bercavi's of reason. Whem thine eyes beheld him 

Clitt’ring in rich harhari<^ vests and gold, 

dliy pa.ssiijus were* to madness soon inflamed, 

At Argos linle hadst thou been with wealth 
Arquaintetl Quitting Sparta, thou hadst hope 
11m Pliiygian state, llowing willi gold, would yield 
Thy prouii expense supjrlies; nut could the house 
Of Menelaus within its narrow walls 
Oive thy inKuliing vanities free scoj>e. 

Well, let that pass. Itfy son, thou sayst, by force 
Bore thee away. What Spartan of that force 
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Was sensible ? With what cries didst thou call 
Castor thy brother, to thy aid, then strong 
fn manhood’s prime, then living, to the stars 
Not then exalted ? When thou earnest t > . 1 n .y, 

Sd, following close, the Grecians, raged the spear 
In conflict fierce; whene’er h.s arms obtained 
Aught of advantage, Menelaus thy praise ^ 

Extolled, to grieve my son in that his Iom. 

Met with a potent rival : u success _ 

Favoured the Trojans, he was nothing the n. 

Thine eyes were fixed on fortune ; his thy care, 

To follow her ; to Virtue thou wmiU st pay 
No homage. Yet with ropes didst hou a o-mpt, 
Such is thy plea, do\yn from the wadis to .Uide 
By stealth, as if detained against thy wdl . 

By whom wast thou surprised in act to lix ^ 

The pendent rope or point the .sharpened sword? 
This would a woman of a gcn’roiis soul, 

Who sorrowed for her husliand lost, have liunc. 

Yet much did I admonish thee, and (dt, _ 

“ Leave, 0 my daughter, leave us ; other wives 
My sons shall wed : I to the (Iredan sligis 

Will send thee secretly, that war no inore 

’Twixt Greece and us may rage. 1 o this thy heart! 
Was much averse; still in thy husband's house 
Thy insolence of grandeur wt)uldst thou hnki, 
Imperious still from thy barbaric tiain 
Claim prostrate adoration ; there thy pride 
Found rich supplies; from thence didst thou I'onic lurtli 
Gorgeously vested, and the same lii ight .sky 
View with thy husband, G <lele.st<:d wretch, 

When it became thee with thy ganneiiis icul, 
Humble, and cow’ring, anil thy tressi-s shoni, 

To have appeared, and for thy former laults 
To veil thy shamelc.ss pride with modesty. 

But, Menelaus, that thou mayst know what en<i 
My words would have, give Greece a gloiiom, erifflu 
By killing her, and this thy law ronllrm 
To other women, “She who dare.s hetmy 
Her husband, faithless to hi.s bed, shall tiie." 
CJtorus. Oh, for the honour of thy ancc.stur:j, ^ 

And of thy house, punish ihy wife. From C.reece 
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Take this vile woman, this reproach, away • 

And show thy gen’rous spirit to thy foes. 

Mine. In tliis thy sentiment accords with mine, 

That willingly she left my house, and sought 
A foreign bed ; and, to set off her plea, 

Is Venus introduced. Go, where with stones 
'1 hou shalt be crushed : and in one hour repay 
The Grecian.s for their tedious toils, by death. 
That thou mayst learn ne’er to disgrace me more. 
ffelena. I.ow at thy knees a suppliant I beg thee. 

To me impute not what the gods have done 
Amiss. Ah, do not kill me ; pardon me ! 

Eecuba. 'I'liy brave associates in this wasteful war. 

Whom slie hath slain, I beg thee for their sake, 
And fur my children’s, do not thou betray. 

Mtne. Forbear, age-honourcxl lady ; for of her 

I have no heed. You, who attend me, hence 
To tlie bark Irear her : she shall sail for Greece. 
llemha. I.et her not enter the same bark with thee. 

Mtne. Why ? Is tlie freight more heavy than before ? 
ffeatba. He is no lover, who not always loves. 

Mine. 'I'hat every thought of love may be discharged, 
Thy will shall be complied with : the same bark 
With me she shall not enter : not aniis.s 
Is thy monition. When she comes to Greece, 
h'or her vile deeds a.s vilely shall she die. 

And teach all other women to be chaste, 

No easy lesson : yet her death with fear 
Shall strike tiuir folly, be they worse than she. 

Hkcuba, Chorus. 

Chorus. 

S/raphe i. 

Sf), to the Grecian arms a prey, 

'Flu: tenure Ilium’s height that crowned, 

The altar breathing odours round, 

O Jove, do.st thou betray 
The flames of holy sacrifice, 

'Fbe clouds ul’ incense wreathing to the skies. 

'Fhe tt)wers of Pergamus that rose 
A sacred rampire 'gainst the foes. 
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The darlcsome, ^ 

The -woods that wave on Idas brow, 

Dom whose steep sides fc c»l t.tutslocent «oods 
In mazy channels flow, , • , . 

The ilghrwhich ftst the sta's bnght nt, 
Impurples with the orient beams of day. 

Aniisirophe i. 

Ah banished is each solemn rite ; 

The sacred choirs with tuneful song. 

Echoing thy hollow rocks among, 

No more shall charm the night ; 

No more thy summits shall behola 
The forms of gods that breathe m sculptured gold ; 
S thee the full-orbed moon no more 
Shall Phrygia’s hallowed sports restore. 

O kinff in -yon ethereal skies 
High-throned who holdst thy sovereign state. 
Will in thy soul no gentle pity rise, 

^ For Troy’s unhappy fate. 

Sunk to the dust her towered head 
As wide the raging flames their ravage spread? 

Strophe 2. 

Dear to my soul, my wedded lord, 

FaU’n, fall’n beneath the slaught nttg sword. 
Nor cleansing bath, nor decent tomb 
Was thine, but in the Stygian gloom 
Wanders thy melancholy ghost. 

But me the bark that ploughs the mam. 
Winged with her swelling sails, shall bear 
To Argos famed for steeds that whirl the car: 
Where by the lab’ring Cyclops rise _ 

The rampired walls that brave the skies, 
hly children, now a friendless train, 

Wailing with sighs and tears their fate. 

Call on their mother in the gate : _ 

Their mother from their eyes the Grecian host 
In the black vessel bear away. 

And dash with oars the foaming sea ; 

To sacred Salamis they sweep. 

Or where the Isthmus o’er the deep 
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Stretches its head, and views with pride 
An ocean rolling 'gainst each side j 
Where Pelops in the rocky strait 
Fixed in old times his royal seat* 

Antistrophe 2. 

On the detested bark, the waves 
In the wide ocean when she braves 
May the loud thunder’s deep’ning roar 
Fierce its tempestuous fury pour ; 

And, kindled by Id^ean Jove, 

The forked light’ning’s bick’ring flame, 

In haughty triumph as she rides, 
l<all on her deck, and pierce her rifted sides : 
For me from Ilium, bathed in tears, 

From my loved country far she bears 
A slave to some proud Grecian dame. 

Reflecting Helen’s winning grace 
I'lui gt>l(lcn mirror there hath place, 

At which the virgins joy tlieir charms improve. 
Ntj’cr may she reach the Spartan shore, 
n<T household gods ne’er visit more, 

Tiirough Fitane ne’er proudly pass, 

Nor tiirough Minerva’s gates of brass ; 

For Greece, through all its wide domains, 

Wiih shame her fatal marriage stains ; 

And gives through scenes of bitterest woe 
Tlic. strtauns of Simois to flow. 

Alas ! In (|ui<!k .succession o’er this land 
Ills fill! on ills. Behold, ye Trojan dames 
Oppressed with woes, the dead Astyanax, 

Hirown by the rutlfless Grecians from the towers. 

’Faltiivpius, Hecom, Chorus. 

One Yfsssel, royal Hecu!>a, yet waits 
Tu plotjgh the deep, the treasures that remain, 
.Selecteni for Achilles* son, to hmx 
To Fhtliia’s shore $ tlie youthful chief is gone, 
Inftirnutl c^f some calamities, which late 
Have fall’n on Fckus, that Acastus, son 
Of Vdm, hath driven him from hk realms: 

On this with quicker speed, than if the time 
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Allowed delay, he sailed, and with him bore 

Andromache, who from mine eyes wrung teais 

At her departure, for her country such 

Her mournful sighs, and such at Hector’s tomb 

Her invocations : earnest her request 

To thee, that her dead child, wlio from the tower 

Fell and expired, thou in the earth wouldst lay, 

Thy Hector’s son ; and this brass-platal shield, 

The terror of the Grecians, which his father 
Before his breast once raised ; that to tlie house 
Of Peleus, nay to the same chamber, where 
Andromache, the mother of this cliild, 

Must mount the nuptial bed, she may not liear it, 
To sorrow at its sight : but for the chest 
Of cedar, for the marble tomb, in this 
That thou wouldst bury him ; conjuring me 
To give him to thy arms, that with what rolies 
And crowns thy present fortune yields tlu.*e means, 
Thou her dead son wouldst grace, since slie is gone, 
And her lord’s haste allowed her not to give 
Her dear child to the tomb. ^Vhe^ thou hast dressed 
The body with what ornaments tliou rnayst, 

The earth will we heap on him ; then we sail 
With thy best speed what i.s enjoincil thof^ do : 

From one toil I have freed thee ; passing o’er 
Scamander’s stream the body I have liathed, 

And washed its wounds : but lunv I gt) to sink 
Deep in the earth his place of sepulture, 

That with more speed, with what thou liast in charge 
My toil concurring, we may sail for Gnutcc. 

Hkcuija, Chorus. 

Hecuba. Place the orbed shield of Iletlor on the gnounti, 

A mournful sight, nor pleasing to mine eyes. 

Why, 0 ye Grecians, who in arms 
More than in gen’rous minds, why have you winugla, 
Fearing this child, a slaughter to this liour 
Unheard of? Was it lest the time might 
When he might raise fall’n I'roy? lliirre was no 
cause : 

E’en when my Hector shone in prosperous arms, 
And thousands with him shook tha purple 
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We perished : since the vanquished city sunk 
Your i>rey, and in the war the Phrygian force 
Was wasted, sucti an infant could you fear? 

The fear, which reason disavows, I blame. 

0 tluni most dear, how hapless was thy death? 
lladst thou in manhood’s prime, the nuptial bed 
I'osscs.sed, and high, imperial, godlike power 
I)ied lor thy country, happy hadst thou been, 

II auf^ht c>{ these be happy ; now, my child, 

I’hest^ to thine (,tye.s presented and thy thou^it 
Tliou didst n<a taste, nor aught of what thyliouse 
( .ontainrd eiijcTy, Ah me, how wretchedly 

Thy iathta’s walls, the towers by Pluebus raised, 
iiave rtaii tlu‘ <a'isped ringlets from thy head, 

U hu'ii thy h>iui mother cherished, nor withheld 
T hc^ Inaiuent kiss ! But now, tlie bones all crushed. 

1 he slaughtiu' riots, to alxstaiii from words 

Of harshta- utt’rance. Ah, these hands, whose joints 
Onrt‘ tile dear image of tliy father’s bore, 

N(nv lu‘ with looseaird nerves 1 O thou dear mouth 
which uttervdst many a s|iritely pleasantry, ' 

1 luw ait thou mangled ? Where thy promise now 
hu'h once thou madst me, hanging on my robes? 
O motluT, didst thou say, these clusfring locks 
Wall 1 for thee rut olT, and to thy tomb 
W ith my compani<jns l>ear them, hailing thee 
W ith doar aiUlre.ssd* »Such honours now to me 
rium diisi nui pay ; but thee, unhappy child, 

Dead in thy early bloom, must 1 inter, 

Old, of my ciiuntry, of my children reft. 

All mci me all my fomi embraces, all 
My nursing pains to lull thy infancy 
I o sleep, thus lost ? And on thy tomb what %*ersc, 
Thy death iieclining, shall the iKtrd inscribe? 

*nim ehiki the liretians, for they feartnl him slew 
A vmse' reciirdiiig rise tiisgrace of Greece. 

Ihii of ifiy fiithrr's wealth though reft, his stiield 
Shall yel be thine, and on its plated brass 
Tbm shall be laid in th' earth. U lhau, tint fence 
01 Hertoris nrrvotiH arm, them hast, 0 shitTI, 

Lost Ihy best Kiiardiaii I Yel how sweet la trace 
i1ie maik cd Iti.i iiroiig md on the verge 
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Of thy high orb the sweat, which from his brows 
Amidst his toils oft dropt, when to his face 
Close he applied thee ! For th’ unhappy dead 
Bring what of ornament is left us now ; 

For not to splendour hath the god assigned 
Our fortunes ; but of what I have to grace thee 
Thou shalt receive. Of mortals him^ I deem 
Unwise, who, thinking that his state is blest, 

Toys as secure : for Fortune, like a man 
Distempered in his senses, this way now, 

Now that way leaps, inconstant in her course. 

No mortal knows stability of bliss. 

Chorus, See, from the spoils of Troy their ready hands 
Have brought thee ornaments t inwrap the dead. 

Becuia. Thee, O my child, not victor with the bow 
O’er thy compeers, nor on the spritely steed. 
Customs held high by Phrygia’s manly sons. 
Unwearied in the chase, thy father s mother 
Decks with these ornaments from treasures once 
Thine own; but Helen, by the gods abhorred, 
Hath rent them from thee, hath destroyed thy life, 
And all thy hapless house in ruins laid. 

Chorus, O thou hast touched, O thou hast touched my heart; 
Thou, who wast once my city’s mighty king ! 

Becuha, Around thy limbs I wrap these gorgeous vests 

Of Phrygian texture, which thou shouldst have won 
To grace thy nuptials with some noble bride 
Surpassing all the Asiatic dames. 

And thou, with conquests glorious, mother once ^ 
Of numerous trophies, be thou crowned, loved sliieli 
Of Hector : for, not dying, with the dead 
Shalt thou be laid : with honours to be graced, 
Thee worthier than the arms of my new lord, 

The wise and base Ulysses, I esteem. ^ 

Chorus, Ah bitter lamentation 1 ^ Thee, O child. 

Thee shall the Earth receive : thou, mother, raise 
The cry that wails the dead. 

Eecuha. My heart is rent. 

Chorus, My heart too for thy dreadful ills is rent. 

Hecuba, Thy wounds with hands medicinal — ah me, 

Vain service ! — will I bind. Among the dead 
All that remains shall be thy father’s care. 
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ChoT'US. Strike, stiikc thy heridi^ loud let thy hands resound 
Ah me ! 

Hecuba. Ye lemales dearest to my soul ! 

Chorus. Give utterance, royal lady, to thy griefs. 

Hecuba. The gods intended nothing, but my woes, 

And hate to Troy, most ruthle.ss hate. In’ vain 

1 he \ ictims ,it their altars then we slew. 

Yet from the heights above had not their power 
Encompa.ssed us, and low beneath the earth 
Sunk us in ruin, by the Mmse’s voice 
VVe had not been recorded, nor the bards 
To latest ag'cs given the lofty verse. 

Ck), in the tomb lay the unhappy dead ; 
hoi, a,', bee.oiue.s the shade.s below, with crowns 
Je i.s adorned : hut little it imports 
The <iead, 1 think, if any shall obtain 
Wagmilicent and costly olwcquie.s : 

\'ain affectation of the living this. 

Chorus. W\ the unhappy mother, in thy life 

i^fifthtest hope.s ! Though highly 

A.s from illustrious jiarcnts thy rich stream 
Of blood dtuiving, dreadful was thy death. 

Hecuba. Alas, alas ! \\'hom see 1 on the heights 
Of Ilium, blazing torches in their hands 
Waving ? Some fresh misfortune threatens Troy. 

TAt.TtlVMIUS, IlECtmA, CltORUS. 

falihy.^ Ye leaders of the bands, who have in charge 
To hum the town ol Priam, from my voice ^ 

Hear your instna-tions : idle in your hands 
No lunger hold the iiame.s, hut hurl them, spread 
'riirt wiLsting hkize, that, Ilium low in dust 
O’erturned, we may with joy return to Greece. 

And you (for now to you my speech is turned), 

Ve Trojan damc.s, soon as the chiefs .shall give 
'I'lic trumpet '.H sounding voietc, go to the ships 
Gt Greece, that from thi.s country you may sail. 

And tluni, unhappy lady worn with age, 

Follow ; for from Uly.sses the,se are come, 

forhme send# thee hence a slave. 

Wmba. 0 miserable mcl Thi# ii the last, 

t» 
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Thi, is the i,f sSL”*' 

I from my aged foot, though weah, 

In flames. But h^te. y ^ ^ ^ed town : 

That I may yet salute the ^ 

O Troy, that ’«t. the^;^;^^ 

Stoodst ^’S't ^PJ^^fo/thee the raging flames 
Soon Shalt thou lose, for thee m 

Consume : and from r y 

?2rSr itSedltorf .hoy « ». hoa,. 

But bear h.®’, 

For this would be the to die. 

With thee my 

^“"'^•^LY^S^nly force her hence;, for to his hand, 

Ch^gedby Ulysses. 1 

jS;T;o7reiiford of Phrygia’s realms. 
AlSS’ty sire, se^t thou our miserms, 

Srthy of he race of Dardanus ? 
a^.^r'^He V. yet this -gn f 

No city, is destroyed, troy is no a* , 
oSjhtofhorror! Ilium bhues ; high 

^ol Pe, gtu.ua the Sto Srod .rf vruHa. 

i“^':o“£:.s^.^hrhfuS 

A?e sunk beneath the flames and host U. sp ar. 
maiia. 0 my dear country, fosl’nng land, wag.. 

My children nurture 1 ^ ! _ , 

Chorus, * know niotUrr s vtnral 

Hecuba. Hear, 0 ^ ^ 

Chof-us. With mournful voice dost them aim 

And throwing on the ground thj a hni . 

Tim -ft-ith thv hands the earth. Uehoiii, i »< 

Sy See Xhme, and groVlling on dm grouiul 
Call our unhappy huslmnd.s laid lit »< -i '• 

Hecuba. Ah, we are borne, are draggei , 

SSa. Dragged to the house of slavery. J 

Chorus. 
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Hecuba. O Priam, Priam, thou indeed art falFn, 

Thou liast no tomb, no friend ; but of my woes 
Thou knowst not ; for black death hath closed thine 
eyes ; 

By ini[jious slaughter is the pious falPn ! 

Ye temples of the gods, and thou, loved toTO, 
Destriictitjn from the flames and pointed spear 
Is on you ; low on earth you soon will lie, 

Your glories vanished ; for the dust, like smoke 
On light wings mounting high, will leave my house 
An mulistinguished ruin ; e’en thy name, 

My ('ountry, shall be lost. In different forms 
1 )est rudion comes on all Troy is no more. 

Hecuba. I leard you tiiat dreadful crash ? It was the fall 
Of Pcrgcimus. 'I'he city rocks— it rocks, 

And cruslicd lieneath the rolling ruin sinks. 

My limbs, my trembling limbs, lienee, bear me henca 
Talthy. Ou to tint wrcUched day of servile life. 

Alas, imhap[>y city ! But from hence 
Go, to tile Ckecian ships advance thy steps. 
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Helen. 

Bright are these virgin currents of tin.; Nile 
Which water Egypt’s soil, ami are supplied, 

Instead of drops from heaven, hy molten smtw. 

But Proteus, while he lived, of these, douiams 
Was lord, he in the isle of I’hauis dwelt. 

King of all ^'Igypt; for his wife he gameil 
One of the nymphs who haunt the hnny deep, 

Fair Psamathe, after she lelt the hed 
Of Hiacus ; she in the pahiee bore 
To him two children, one of them a sun 
Called Theoclymenus, becituse his lile 
Is passed in duteous homage to the {vals ; 

A daughter also of majestic mien, 

Her mother’s dhrling, in her infant yetirs 
(Eidothea called by her enraiHured sire) ; 

But when the blooming maid beeume mature 
For nuptial joys, Theonoe was the; name 
They gave her; all the counsels of the gods, 

The present and the future, well she knew, 

Such privilege she from her gnindsire Nereus 
Inherited. But not to fame unknown 
Are Sparta’s realm, whence I derive my birth, 

And my sire, Tyndarus. There prevtiils a tumour 
That to my mother I^da Jove w« borne 
On rapid wings, the figure of a swan 
100 I* 
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Assuming, and by treachery gained admission 
To her embraces, flying from an eagle, 

If we may credit such report. My name 
Is Helen ; but I also will recount 
What woes I Ikwc endured; three goddesses, 
h or beauty s prize contending, in the cave 
Of Ida, came to Paris; Juno, Venus, 

And Fallas, virgin progeny of Jove, 

Requesting him to end tlreir strife, ’and judge 
Whose charms outshone her rivals. But proposing 

Bora reward, my beauty (if the name ' ^ ^ 

Of beauty suit this inauspicious form) 

And pri, unising in marriage to bestow me 
On Paris, Venus conquered: for tlie swain 
Of Ida, leaving all his herds behind, 

KK[)ccaing to receive me for his bride, 

’l o Sparta i:ame. But Juno, whose defeat 
Bired with resentment her indignant soul, 

Our mi[)ti.als frustrated ; for to 'the arms 
Of royal I’riam’s son, she gave not me, 

Jlut in my seml)lance formed a living image 
C()mposed of ether. Paris fal.sely deemed 
Th.at !ui |)(>sse.ssed me; from that time the.se ills 
Have been increased by the decrees of Jove, 

Kor he with war hath visited the realms 
Of Oreeee, and Phrygia’s miserable sons, 

1 hat he might lighten from th’ unrighteous swarms 
Of Its inhal)itants the groaning earth, 

And (HI tile bravest of the Clrccian chiefs 
(. Older renown. While in the Phr)'gian war, 
the reward of their victorious arms, 

I to the ho.st of Greece have been displayed, 

Though aliseiit, save in likeness and in name. 

Jhit Mercury, reedving me in folds 

Of air, and covering with a cloud (for Jove 

Was not unmindful of me), in this house 

Of royal Protmts, who of all mankind 

Was in his jiulgnient the most virtuous, placed me, 

1 hat undefiled I might preserve the bed 
Of Meinelaus. I indeed anj Jiere; 

But with collected troops my hapless lord 
Pursues the rftsjsher to Ilion’s towers. 
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Beside Scamander’s stream hath many a chief 
Sm my cause; but I, who have endured 
All these afflictions, am a pubhc curse , 
for %s supposed, that treacherous to my lord, 

I have throWh Greece blown up the flames of war. 
mTthen do I prolong my life? these words 
I heard from Mercury ; “ That I again 
In Sparta, with my husband shall reside, 

When he discovers that I never went 
To Trov •” he therefore counselled me to keep 
A spotless chastity. While Proteus viewed 
The solar beams, I from the nuptial yoke 
Still lived exempt ; but smce the darksome grave 
Hath covered his remains, the royal son 
Of the deceased solicits me to wed him : 

But honouring my first husband, at this tomb 
Of Proteus, I a suppliant kneel, to him, 

To him I sue, to guard my nuptial couch. 

That if through Greece I bear a name assailed 
By foul aspersions, no unseemly deed 
May cover me with real infamy. 


Teucer, Helen. 

Tsucsr, Who rules this fortress ? such a splendid dome 
With royal porticos and blazoned roofs 
Seems worthy of a Plutus for its lord. 

But, 0 ye gods, what vision ! I behold 
That hateful woman who hath ruined me, , 

AndalltheGreeks. Heaven’s vengeance on thy head! 
Such a resemblance bear’st thou to that Helen, 

That if I were not in a foreign land, 

I with this stone would smite thee \ thou shouldst bleed 
For being like Jove’s daughter. 

Wretched man, 

WToe’er you are, why do you hate me thus 
Because of her misfortunes? 

Teuar. ^ 

In giving way to such unseemly rage. 

All Greece abhors Jove’s daughter. But forgive me 
O woman, for the words which I have uttered. 
Helen, Say who you are, and from what land you come? 
Teucer, One of that miserable race the Greeks. 
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mien. No wonder is it then, if you detest 

^ * The Spartan Helen. But to me declare, 

Who are you, whence, and from what father sprung? 
Tetuer. My 'heucer, Telamon my sire; 

I'hc land whicdi nurtured me is Salami’s. 

But \vh(‘r<tforc do you %vander o’er these meads 

I from my native land 

Am banisl'UHi. 

Von, alas I must needs be wretched. 
Who drove you thence? 

My hither Telamon. 

What friend teun.t thou hold dearer? 

For what cause 

* Wiac ynu to exile doonred? your situation 
Is most oakunitous. 

My brother Ajax, 

* Who died at 'f’roy, was author of my ruin. 

mien. How? by ynur sword deprived of life? 

Teuce/’. fell, 

On Ins own bl;i<li‘, and penshed. 

Was he mad ? 

Wlio cnukl art thus whose intellects arc sound? 
Tiuctr. Know'ht iliou A<diiUes, Pcleus'son? 
mien. . ae erst, 

I lusud, to Hrlcn os a suitor came. 

Teucer. He, at his d<sith, his comrades left to strive 
Which shtiuUl obtain his arms. 

ffdfn. 

Hurllul to ? 

T(„cer. When another won 

'riiost: arms, Ijk gave up life. _ 

lio your aulictions 

: Rise from his late ? 

Because I dual not with him. 

Helen. O .stranger, went you then to Troy’s famed city? 
Teueer. And having shared in laying waste its bulwarks, 


1 also perished. 

jimn. Have the flames consumed, 

' And utterly destroyed them? 

Teuar. ^ 

Of those proud walls i* now to be discerned. 
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rr 7 thee o Helen, do the Phrygians perish. 

The Greeks too : for most grievous are the mischiefe 

Which have been wro j^ngth of time’s elapsed : 

^ cjinre Trov was sacked? 

Smce i roy 

^"“"'^'Hath almost turned around her lingering wheel 
Eden. But how much longer did your host remain 

Before those bulwarks ? 

„ Many a tedious moon ■ 

TeucBf, ^ ^ 

There full ten years were spent. 

, And have ye tahen 

Be/en. ^ . 

That Spartan dame 1* u • 

^ ^ By her dishevelled hair, 

Th’ adult’ress, Menelaus dragged away. 

Hekn, Did you behold that object of distress, 

Or speak you from report ? 

rp ^ ^ These eyes as clearly 

'witnessed the whole, as I now view thy face. 

HeUn. Be cautious, lest for her ye should mistake 

Some well-formed semblance which the gods have 
sent. 

Teucer. Talk if thou wilt on any other subject ; 

No more of her. 

Believe you this opinion 

To be well-grounded? ■ 

j'e^icer ^ 

"And she e’en now is present to my soul. 

Helen. Have Menelaus and his consort reached 

Their home. . , , • , j 

Teucer. They are not in the Argive land, 

Nor on Eurotas’ banks. 

Helen. ' 

' The tale you have recounted, is to her _ 

Who hears you, an event most inauspicious. 

Teucer. He and his consort, both they say are dead. 

Helen. Did not the Greeks in one large squadron sail? 
Teucer. Yes ; but a storm dispersed their shattered fleet. 
Helen. Where were they, in what seas ? 

Teucer. 

Through the mid waves of the JSgean deep 
Were passing. 
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Helen, Can none tell if Menelaus 
Escaped this tempest ? 

feucer. No man ; but through Greece 

’Tis rumoured he is dead* 

HekJi, I am undone. 

Is Thestius' daughter living ? 

'■■j'eucer. Meanest thou Leda? 

She with the dead is numbered. 

Heim, I^id the shame 

Of cause her wretched mother’s death? 

Tcmer, Around htw neck, ’ti.s said the noble dame 
Ihitvvined the gliding noose. 

Helen, But live the sons 

OF I'ynclarus, or arc they too now no more ? 

Teticer, They are, and are not, dead ; for two accounts 
Are propagated. 

Hekn, Which is best conhrmed ? 

0 wretched me I 

TcueeK Some say that they are gods 

Under tlic semblance of two radiant stars. 

Helen. Well Iiave you s|)Dken. But what else is rumoured? 
2h4etr. That on account of their lost sister’s guilt 

They died Ijy their own swords. But of these 

Fmoiicji : I wish not to renew my sorrows. 

But (> assist me in the great affairs 
(hi whioh i to these royal mansions came, 

Wishing Ui see the prophetess Theonoe, 

Aiul Itsun, from Ileavcths oracular response, 

How I may steiir my vessel with success 
To C'yprus’ isle, where Phoebus hath foretold 
d'hat I shall dwell, and cm the walls I rear 
Bestow the name of Halann.s, yet mindful 
Of that thtar anmtry I have left behind. 

Helen, Tins will yotjr vtiyage of itself explain: 

But fly from these inhospitable shores, 

ICre Pi‘oU!Us’ son, the ruler of this land, 

Be!a)kl you : fly, for he is absent now 
Purstiing with his hounds the savage prey. 

He slays each Grecian stranger who becomes 
His cxiptive : ask not why* for I am silent; 

And what could it avail you to be told? 
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O woman most discreetly hast thou spoken ; 

Thy kindness may the righteous got s ■ 

IT ^ All frh thy person SO resemble 

SoS a il unite tec 

ke current of Eurotas : but 
Most generous woman, be for cvt. U 

Plunged as I am ’midst great and i.itrous woes, 
S^shall I frame the plaintive stiam, ivhat 

uruv. tpflrc;. or doleful elegies, in\ oki. ? 


ODK. 


I. I. 

Ye syrens, winged daughters of the eaith, 

Come and attune the sympatheiie Mnn;.;, 
Expressive now no more oi miuii, 

To soothe my griefs, the llute ot Libya bring ; 
Record the tortures which tins bosom rend, 

And echo back my elegiac strains ; 

Proserpine next will I invoke, to send 
Numbers adapted to her votary s p.niei : 

) shall her dark abode, while many u tear 1 shed 
Wnft tlift full dirire to soothe tli illuiitnous il'*au. 


Chorus, llta.KN. 
Chorus. 


J. 3 . 

Near the cerulean margin of utir streams 
I stood, and on the tufted herba;;e spiead 
My purjjle vestments in those beams 
Which from his notmlide orb Hypejum shed, 
When on a sudden from tlui waving feevls 
I heard a plaintive and unweleume soniul 
Of bitter lamentation ; t>’er the meads 

Groans inarticulate were poured uuiuml : 

Beneath the rocky cave, dear seeim of past delight, 
Some Naiad thus bewails Pan's hasty fiighi. 



Helen 

Helen. 


107 


II. I. 

Ye Grecian nymphs, whom those barbarians caught, 

And from your native land reluctant bore, 

The tidings which yon sailor brought 
Call forth these tears ; for Ilion is no more, 

By him of Ida, that predicted flame 
Destroyed; through me, alas ! have myriads bled, 

If not through me, through my detested name. 

By th’ ignominious noose is Leda dead 
Who my imaginary guilt deplored ; 

And doomed by the relentless Fates in vain 
To tedious wanderings, my unhappy lord 
At length hath perished ’midst the billowy main : 

The twin protectors of their native land, 

Castor and Pollux, from all human eyes 
Are vanished, they have left Eurotas’ strand, 

And fields, in playful strife where each young wrestler 
vies. 


Chorus. 


11. 2. 

My royal mistress, your disastrous fate 
■ With many a groan and fruitless tear I mourn. 

I from that hour your sorrows date 
When amorous Jove on snowy pinions borne. 

In form a swan, by Leda was carest. 

Is there an evil you have not endured? 

Your mother is no more, through you unblest 
Are Jove’s twin sons. Nor have your vows procured 
Of your dear country the enchanting sight. 

A rumour too through various realms hath spread, 
Caught by the envious vulgar with delight, 

Assigning you to the barbarian’s bed. 

Amid the waves, far from the wished-for shore, 

Your husband hath been buried in the main. 

You shall behold your native walls no more ' ^ 

Nor under bumis]ied roofs your wonted state maintain. 
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What Phrj^gian artist on the top of Ide, 

Or vagrant of a Grecian line, 

Felled that inauspicious pme, 

To frame the bark which Pans o er the tide 
Dared with barbaric oars to guiue, 

When to my palace, in an evil hour 
Caught by beauty’s magic power. 

He came to seize me for his hrule i" 

But crafty Venus, authoress oflhe.se bruil.s, 

Marched thither, leagued with death, i mmoy 

Triumphant Greece and vanquished I ru.s 

(Wretch that I am, consumed with endless toils .) 

And Juno seated on her golden throne, 

Consort of thundering Jove, 

Sent Hermes from the realms above, 

Who found me, when I carelessly had strewn 
Leaves plucked from roses m my vest, 

As Minem’s votary drest ; 

He bore me through the paths of air 
To this loathed, this dreary land, 

Called Greece, and Priam’s friends ilu: stnhi to : 

And roused to bloody deeds each rival luuul ; 

Where Simois’ current glides, my mime 
Hence is marked with groundless shame. 

‘Chorus. Your woes I know are grievous : but to liear 
With tranquil mind the necesstiry ill.s 
Of life, is most expedient. 

Eden. ^ , 

Have I been subject, 0 my dear i-ompamons! 

Did not my mother, as a prodigy 

Which wondering mortals gaze at, bring me forth? 
For neither Grecian nor luirbivrie dame 
Till then produced an egg, in which Imr i hikircii 
Enveloped lay, as they report, from Jove 
Leda engendered. My whole life and all 
That hath befallen roe, but cunspirc-H to form 
One series of miraculous events ; 

To Juno some, and to roy beauty some, 

Are owing. Would to ileaven, that, like a tablet 


share, 
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Whose picture is effaced, I could exchange 
This form for one less comely, since the Greeks 
Forgetting those abundant gifts showered down 
By prosperous Fortune which I now possess, 

I'hink l)ut of what redounds not to my honour, 

And still remember my ideal shame. 

Whoever therefore, with one single species 
Of misery is afllicted by the gods, 

Although the weight of Heaven’s chastising hand 

3k grievous, may with fortitude endure 

Such visitation : but by many woes 

Am I oppressed, and first of all exposed 

To slaiuUtrous tongues, although I ne’er have erred. 

It w(*rt; a U\sser evil e’en to sin 

Then be suspecttH,! falsely. Then the gods, 

^Midst nu‘n of barliarous manners, placed me far 
From my lovtid country: torn from every friend, 

I languish here, to servitude consigned 
Although ()f free born race: for ’midst barbarians 
Are ail enslaved but one, their haughty lord. 

IVIy rortuiu‘s Iiad this single anchor left, 

Ikrcham'e my husband might at length arrive 
'^Po snatch me from my woes ; but he, alas 1 
Is now no more, my mother too is dead, 

And 1 am deemed her murd’ress, though unjustly, 
Y(‘t am 1 branded with this foul reproach ; 

And slu^ who was the glory of our house, 

My dmigliter in the virgin state grown grey, 

Still dr^Mps imweddcd : my illustrious brothers. 
Castor and Ikdiux, called the sons of Jove, 

Arc now no more. But I impute my death, 

( hushed as I am by all these various wDe.s, 
to my envn misdeeds, but to the power 
Of adverse ftirtime only: this one danger 
I’hcrc yci remaias, if at my native lami 
I shoultl iigain arrive, they will confine me 
In a (^lose dungeon, thinking me that Helen 
Wlu) tiwclt in llion, till she thence was borne 
By Menelaus. Where my husband living, 

We might have known each other, by producing 
Thom tokens to which none beside arc privy : 

But this will never be, nor cm he e’er 
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Return in safety. To what pui^ose then 
Do I still lengthen out this wretched being ? 

To what new fortunes am I still reserved ? 

ShaU I select a husband, but to vary 
My present ills, to dwell beneath the roof 

Of a barbarian, at luxurious boards 

With wealth abounding, seated ? for the dame 
Whom wedlock couples with the man she hates 
Death is the best expedient. But with glory 
How shall I die? the fatal noose appears 
To be so base, that e’en in slaves tis held 
Unseemly thus to perish ; in the poniard 
There’s somewhat great and generous. But to me 
Delays are useless ; welcome instant death : 

Into such depth of misery am I plunged. 

For beauty renders other women blest, 

But hath to me the source of ruin proved. 

Clwnis. 0 Helen, whosoe’er the stranger be 

Who hither came, believe not that the whole 
Of what he said, is truth 

But m plain terms 

Hath he announced my dearest husband’s death. 
Chorus. The false assertions which prevail, are many. 
Helen. Clear is the language in which honest Truth 
Loves to express herself. 

Chorus. inclined 

Rather to credit inauspicious tidings 
Than those which are more favourable. 

Hehn. . f^ais 

Encompassed, am I hurried to despair. 

Chorus. What hospitable treatment have you found 
Beneath these roofs ? 

Helen. All here, except the man 

Who seeks to wed me, are my friends. 

Chorus. You knoii 

How then to act : leave this sepulchral gloom, 
Helen. What are the counsels, or the cheering words 
You wish to introduce ? 

Chorus. Go in, and question 

The daughter of the Nereid, her who knows 
All hidden truths, Theonoe, if your lord 
Yet live, or view the solar beams no more : 
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And when you have learnt this, as suit your fortunes 
Indulge your joys, or pour forth all your tears : 

But ere you know aught fully, what avail 
Your sorrows ? ihtu’efore listen to my words ; 

Leaving this tomb, attend the maid : from her 
Shall you know all But why should you look farther 
When truth is in these mansions to be found? 

With yt)u the doors Til enter ; we together 
Tiic. royal virgin’s oracles will hear. 

For kis a wtjman’s duty to exert 
Her utmost eiforts in a woman^s cause. 

,lMy frituids, yvuir wholesome counsels I approve : 

But enter ye tlu^se doors, that ye, within 
'Fhc palu'e, my calamities may hear. 

C/im/s* Vt)U summon her who your commands obeys 
Without reluctance, 

j/e/m Woeful day I ah me, 

What lamentable tidings shall I hear? 

Chorus. !H)rbear tiu'se plaintive strains, my dearest queen, 
Nor with presaging s<ni! anticipate 
Evils to conut. 

Hekn. What hath my wretched lord 

hhidured ? Doth he yet view the light, the sun 
Borne in Ins radiant chariot, and the paths 
Of all ilut starry train? Or hath he shared 
comnum lot of mortals, is he plunged 
Among tluj dead, beneath tld insatiate grave? 

Chorus, () rmsinto what time yet may bring to pass 
In the? most favtnirahle terms. 

Ilekn, On thee 

I cal! to testify, and thee adjure, 

Eurotas, on whose verdant margin grow 
Flu; waving re.eds : O tell me, if my lord 
Be dead, as fame avers* 

Chorus, Why do you utter 

1‘hcsr inrolicrcnt ditties? 
jfic/m. Round my neck 

I'he deadly waise will I entwine, or drive 
Witii my own hand a poniard through my breast | 
For I WM erst the cause of bloody strife ; 

But now iuii I a victim, to appease 

The wrath of those three goddesses who strove 
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On Ida’s mount, when ’midst the stalls where fed 

May you be happy. ^ wretched Troy. 

To crimes which thou hast ne’er committed, ow’st 
Thy ruin, and those horrible disasters ^ 

Thou ha^t endured. For as iny nuptial gifts. 

Hath Venus caused an intermingled stream_ 

Of blood and tears to flow, she, ^lefs to gnefs^ 

Sid tears to tears hath added ; all these sufferings 
Have been the miserable Ilion s lot. 

Of their brave sons the mothers were bereft 
The virgin sisters of the mighty dead 
Shewed their shorn tresses ori Scamander s banks. 
IVhile, by repeated shrieks, victorious Greece 
Her woes expressing, smote her laurelled head. 
And with her nails deep furromng tore her cheeks. 

Happy CaUsto, thou Arcadian nymph 

mo kst ascend the couch of Jove, transformed 
To a four-footed savage, far more blest 
Art thou than she to whom I owe my birth : 

For thou beneath the semblance of a beast, 

Thy tender limbs with s^ggy hide o erspread. 
And glaring with stem visage, by that change 
Didst end thy griefs. She too whom Dian drove 
Indignant from her choir, that hind whose horns 
Were tipped with gold, the bright Titanian maid. 
Daughter of Merops, to her beauty owed _ 
That transformation : but my charms have ruined 

Both Troy and the unhappy Grecian host. 

r 17 / Wtt.t.tt.m and CHORUS. 


Menelatjs. 

0 Pelops, in the strife on Pisa’s field. 

Who didst outstrip the fiery steeds that whirled 
The chariot of Oenomaus, would to Heaven 
That when thy severed limbs before the gods 
Were at the banquet placed, thou then thy life 
Amidst the blest immortal powers hadst closed. 
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Ere thou my father Atreus didst beget, 

Whose issue by his consort ^Erope 
Were Agamemnon and myself, two chiefs 
Of high renown. No ostentatious words 
Are these; but such a numerous host, I deem, 

As that which we to Ilion's shore conveyed, 

Ne’er stemmed the tide before ; these troops their king 
Led not by force to combat, but bore rule 
O’er Grecian youths his voluntary subjects, 

And among these, some heroes, now no more, 

May we enumerate; others from the sea 

Who ’scaped with joy, and to their homes returned, 

E’en after fame had classed them with the dead. 

But I, most wretched, o’er the briny waves 
Of ocean wander, since I have o’erthrown 
The ba-ttlements of Troy, and though I wish 
Again to reach my country; by the” gods 
Am I esteemed unworthy of such bliss. 

E’en to the libyan deserts have I sailed, 

And traversed each inhospitable scene 
Of brutal outrage ; still as I approach 
My country, the tempestuous winds repel me, 

Nor hath a prosperous breeze from Heaven yet filled 
My sails, to waft me to the Spartan coast : 

And now a slu'pwrecked, miserable man, 

Reft of my friends, I on these shores am cast, 

My vessel hath been shivered ’gainst the rocks 
Into a thousand fragments : on the keel, 

The only part which yet remains entire 
Of all that fabric, scarce could I and Helen, 

Whom I from 'Froy have borne, escape %vith life 
Through fortunes unforeseen : but of this land 
And its inhabitants, the name I know not : 

For with the crowd I blushed to intermingle 
I^est they my squalid garments should observe, 
Through simme my wants concealing. For tlie man 
Of an exalted station, when assailed 
By adverse fortune, having never learned 
How to endure calamity, is plunged 
Into a state far worse than he whose woes 
Have been of ancient date. But pinching need 
Torments me : for I have not either food ' 
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And every cnsipi of 
Within the ttok »‘ ; 

Having concealed my 'wiic, ui.i 8 . . • , 

Of all my woes, and my survivinj, - • 

to guard her, hither™, I. »»ne. 

Alone in quest of necessary aui 

For my brave comrades whom I U»-re have left, 

hjtned 

Fl“lUhopes.hntfr».n.«^ 

I somewhat for my sailors, shall 

But they who want the necessary eumltuis 

Of life, although they are Jj’ ^ 

Yet have not wherewithal. Ho wim . ..mus lurin 
From yonder gate, my dolelul talc to beat 
Into the house ? 


Fkmai.k Servant, 


Menkemis. 


/7 c>r«j Who at the threshold stands ? 

Wilt thou not hence depart, lest thy app* aiame 
Before these doors give umhiagc to <>ur loidi, 
■pke sh'dt thou surely die, hccausit thou < am st 

» ■*>“ 

Mene. Well hast thou spoken, C) 

Wilt thou permit me ? I* or to >l'y ' 

Must I submit : but suffer me to sp<-ak. 

F. Sera. Depart: for ’tis my duty to permit 
No Greek to enter this iniperuil dome. 

Mene. Lift not thy hand against me, nor attempt 

To drive me hence by force. 

_ - ;i hou will not yteliJ 

To my advice, thou therefore art to blame. 
Mene. Carry my message to thy lords within. 

F. Serv. I fear lest somewhat dreiulful tmghl ensue, 
Should I repeat your words. 
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M^ne. I hither come 

A shipwrecked man, a stranger, one of those 
Whom all hold sacred. 

F. Seni To some other house, 

Instead of this, repair. 

Mene. I am determined 

To enter : but comply with my request. 

F. Sem Be well assured thou are unwelcome here, 

And shalt ere long by force be driven away. 

Mene. Alas 1 alas ! where are my valiant troops? 

A Serth Elsewlun'ct, perhaps, thou wert a mighty man; 

But here art thou no longer such. 

Mcne> O Fortune, 

How am I galled with undeserved reproach ! 

A Senh Why are tliose eyelids moist with tears, why 
griev’st thou ? 

Mene. Ik'causti I ouca was luippy. 

F Serv- ^ ^ Then depart, 

And mingle social tears with those tliou lov’st. 

Mme. But what domain is this, to whom l:>ek)ng 
Tliesc royal mansions? 

F Sim Proteus here resides; 

This land is l^gypt. 

Mme. Egypt ? wretched me 1 

Ah, whither have I sailed 1 

F Senh But for what cause 

Scorn'st thou the race of Nile ? 

Mm* I scorn them not : 

Iviy own disastrous fortunes I bewail. 

F* Serth Many are wretched, thou in this respect 
Art nothing singular. 

3fene\ Is he, the king 

Thou sptmk'st of, here within ? 

F* Sem To him belongs 

Tins toml) ; Iu*s son is ruler of this land* 

Mem. But wlicre is he: abroad, or in the palace? 

F* tVfVt’. He’s not within: but to the Greeks he bears 
The greatest enmity. 

Mem. Whence rose this hate, 

Productive of such bitter fruits to me? 

K Smh Beneath these roofs Jove*s daughter Helen 
dwells. 
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Mine. What mean’st thou? 

Are tS which thou hast uttered ? O repeat then 
F. ^ert^The child of Tyndarus, she who in the realm 
Of Sparta erst abode, hither? 

» * u 5 

How can this be ? 

torn from yond«| 

F Serv Before the Greeks, 0 stranger, went ' '‘‘'y- 
Retreat then from these mansions, lor withm 
Hath happened a 

By which the palace is distm'btd. _l h«u (.om st 
Unseasonably, and if the king suriirise thee. 

Instead of hospitable treatment, < <•. ih 
Must be thy portion, lo belri.-iul the t.iM.ks 
Though well inclined, yet thee hav.- I r.-emved 
With ?he.e h»,h .0,0. '-q 

Mint. What shall I say? For I, alas 1 am told 
Of present sorrows added to the p.v.t. 

Come I not hither, after having b,.ine^ 

From vanquished I'roy my consort, w umi W 
Within yon cave well guarded ? \ et hme thsUls 

Another Helen, whom that woman c-d -l 
Jove’s daughter. l.ive.s there on the h.inU of Mi 
A man who bears the sacred name . .1 j m e . 

For in the heavens there’s only one. \\ hat counttj,\ 
But that where glides ICurolas* stream beset 
With waving reeds, is Sparta? rymlaius name 
Suits him alone. But i.s there any land 
Synonymous with I.aced.'emou i; reami, 

And that of Troy ? I know n. .i h> 'W i > > s,i dve. 

This doubt ; for there are many, it app'sus, 

In various regions of the worhi, who bear 
Like appellations; city corresponds 
With city; woman borrows that of woman : 

Nor must we therefore winiilrr. Vet ag.un 
Here will I stay, though danger be annuunced 
By yonder aged servant at the diwir ; 

For there is no man so devoid of pity 
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As not to give me food, when he the name 
Of Menelaus hears, ^ That dreadful fire 
By which the Phrygian bulwarks were consumed 
Is memorable, and I who kindled it 
Am known in every land. Pll therefore wait 
Until the master of this house return. 

But 1 liave two expedients, and will practise 
That which my safety shall require; of soul 
Obdurate, if he prove, in my wrecked bark 
Can 1 conceal myself, but if the semblance 
Which he puts on, be mild, I for relief 
From these my present miseries, will apply. 

But this of all the woes that I endure 
Is the most grievous, that from other kings 
I, though a king myself, should be reduced 
To beg my food : but thus hath Fate ordained. 
Nor is it my assertion, but a maxim 
Among the wise established, that there’s nought 
More powerful than the dread Ixihests of Fate. 

IIki.kn, Chorus, Menelaus. 

Viorus, I heard what yon prophetic maid foretold, 

WIk) in the |)alace did unfold 
The oracles ; that to the shades profound 
Of IJrebus, beneath the ground 
Interred, not yet hath Menelaus ta’en 
II is passage: on the stormy main 
Still tossed, he cannot yet approach the strand, 
"rhe haven of the Spartan land : 

The cluef, who now his vagrant life bewails, 
Without a friend, unfurls his sails, 

In'orn 1 Hun’s realm to every distant shore 
Borne o’er the deep with luckless oar, 

T to this hallowed tomb again repair, 

Now 1 have luxird the grateful tidings uttered 
By sage Tlneonoe, who distinctly knows 
Ail that hath liappencd ? for she says rny lord 
Is living, and yet views the solar beams : 

But after passing o’er unnumbered straits 
Of ocean, to a vagrant’s wretched life 
Full karg inured, on these JJgyptian coasts, , 
When he his toils hath finishe4 shall arrive. 
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• „ more, which she hath left 

Yet there is jf he shall come with safety. 

This informed me he yet lives ; 

O’erjoyed J^en^he £ near the land, 

kicked ship, •!* l-is fc» « 

To me wilt gh some deceitful scheme 

Am not I hidden snares? 

“fe fS »«« » "» 

Lnter me lutuw^, to overlaktj me? 

wS^Xt amaiement doth thnirescnee smke 
And almost leave me speechless ^ 

T ciiffer violence; for from the tomh 
I by this man am draRged, wlw) to !j’ 

Will give me, from whose nuptial couth 1 Ikd. 
We are no pirates, nor the mimstcrs 
Of lustful villany. 

'you wear unseemly, ^^y rapid flight, 

Dismiss thy fears. ^ ^ 

This hallowed spot 

What face do I behold ? 
w nai laei. ^ 

For I by the same reasons am induced 

A sieMer likcoeo. ^ , 

For ’tis a privilege the gods alone 
Confer, to recognke our longdost friends. 
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Mene, 



Mene. Art thou a Grecian or a foreign dame? 

Of Greece : but earnestly I wish to know 
Whence you derive your origin. 

A j r 1 , thee 

A wonderful resemblance I discern 
Of Helen. 

Menelaus’ very features 
These eyes in you behold, still at a loss 
Am I for words t' express my thoughts. 

Hast thou discovered a most wretched man. ^ 
„V thy consort’s arms at length restored f 
lo what a consort? O forbear to touch 
My garment 1 

A IT 1 • 1 ^ the same, whom to your arms,. 

A noble bride, my father Tyndarus gave. 

Send forth, 0 Hecate, thou orb of light 
Some more benignant spectre. * 

xHihoId not one of those who minister 
At Ilecate’s abhorred nocturnal rites. 

Nor am I sure the husband of two wives. 

Say, to whom else in wedlock are you joined? 
l o her who lies concealed in yonder cave, 

1 lie prize I hither bring from vanquished Troy^ 

. You have no wife but me. 

If I retain 

My r(^ason yet, these eyes are sure deceived. 

Seeni you not then, while me you thus behold 
To view your real consort? 

n 1 1 X . . 'I'hough your person 

Kescmble hers, no jiositive decision 
Can I presume to form. 

. , „ , Observe me well, 

And mark wherein we differ. Who can judge 
With grt'atcT certainty than you? 

^ Thou bear’st 

Her semblance, I confess. 

, "WTio 'Can inform you 

ikatcr than your own eyes? 

Y t , What makes me doubt 

Is tins ; because I have another wife. 


iMene. 

. y^e/en. 
» mne. 



fine. 
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Helen- 

Mene. 

Helen- 

Mene- 

Helen- 

Mene. 

Helen. 

Mene- 

IH^e^n. 

Menc. 

Helen 


Euripides 

<1-0 the domains of Troy I never went : 

Xt was my image only. 

cjuch bodies, with the power of sight endued ? 
l^jmposed of ether, you a consort have, 

Xleaven s workmans 'p 

-F-or the events thou speak’st of are most wondrc 
Lest Paris should obtain me, this exchange 

Was made by Juno. , , u ■■ 

How couldst thou be he: 

At the same time, and in the Phry^an realm ? 
The name, but not the body, can be present 
At once in many places. 

O release me 

TTor I came hither in an evil hour. 

AVill you then leave me here, and bear away 
That shadow of a wife ? 

Yet, O farewell, 
Because thou art like Helen. 

I’m undone : 

Lor though my husband I again have found, 

"Yfet shall not I possess him. ^ 

My conviction., 

Lrom all those grievous toils I have endured. 
J^t Ilion, I derive, and not from thee. 

Ah, who is there more miserable than I am ? 
3My dearest friends desert me : I, to Greece, 
mv dear native land, shall ne er return. 


Messenger, Menelaus, Helen, Chorxjs. 

Mess. After a tedious search, O Menelaus, 

At length have I with difficulty found you, 

DBut not till over all the wide extent 
Of this barbaric region I had wandered ; ^ 

Sent by the comrades whom you left behind. 

Mene. Have ye been plundered then by the barba.riai 

Mess. A most miraculous event hath happened, 

Yet less astonishing by far in name 
Than in reality. 

Mene. Speak, for thou brmg'st 

Important tidings by this breathless haste. 
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Mess. My words are these : in vain have you endured 
Unnumbered toils. 

Mme. Those thou bewail’st are ills 

Of ancient date. But what hast thou to tell me? 
Mess. Borne to the skies your consort from our sight 
Hath vanished, in the heavens is she concealed, 
Leaving the cave in which we guarded her, 

When she these words had uttered : “ O ye sons 
Of hapless Phrygia, and of Greece : for me 
Beside Scamander^s conscious stream ye died, 
Through Juno’s arts, because ye falsely deemed 
Helen by Phrygian Paris was possest : 

But after having here remained on earth 
My stated time, observing the decrees 
Of Fate, I to my sire the liquid ether 
Return : but Tyndarus’ miserable daughter, 

Though guiltless, liath unjustly been accused.” 
Daughter of I.eda hail ! wert thou then here ? 

AVhile I as if thou to the starry paths 
Hadst mounted, through my ignorance proclaimed 
Thou from this world on rapid wings wert borne. 
But I no longer will allow thee thus 
To sport w'ith the afflictions of thy friends ; 

For in thy cause thy lord and his brave troops 
On Ilion’s coast already have endured 
Abundant toils. 

Menc. These are the very words 

She uttered ; and by what ye both aver 
Tlie truth is ascertained. O happy day 
Which gives thee to my arms ! 

Hekn. My dearest lord, 

0 IVlenelaus, it is long indeed 

Since 1 have seen you : but joy comes at last. 

My fricncLs, transported I receive my lord 
Wliom 1 once more with these fond arms enfold, 
After the radiant chariot of the sun 
liath oft the world illumined. 

M’ene. I embrace 

'Fhce too : but having now so much to say 

1 know not with what subject to begin. 
ffekn. Joy raises my exulting crest, these tears 

Are tears of ecstasy, around your neck 
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Helen, 
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My arms I fling with transport, O my husband, 

0 sight most wished for ! „ 

® I acquit the Fates, 

Since Jove’s and Leda’s daughter I possess. 

On whom her brothers home on milk-white steefjj 
Erst showered abundant blessing, when the torch 
Was kindled at our jocund nuptial rite ; 

Though from my palace her the gods conveyed. 

But evil now converted into good 
To me thy husband hath at length restored 
My long-lost consort : grant, O bounteous Heavejj^ 
That I these gifts of fortune may enjoy. 

May you enjoy them, for my vows concur 
With yours ; nor, of us two, one be wretched 
Without the other. O my friends, I groan 
No longer, I no longer shed the tear 
For my past woes : my husband I possess 
Whom I from Troy expected to return 

Full many, many years. 

I still am thine, 

And thee with these fond arms again enfold. 

But oft the chariot of the sun revolved 
Through his diurnal orbit, ere the frauds 
Of Juno I discerned. Yet more from joy 
Than from affliction rise the tears I shed. 

Hden. What shall I say ? what mortal could presume 
E’er to have hoped for such a blest event ? 

An unexpected visitant once more 

1 clasp you to my bosom. 

Mine. And I thee 

Who didst appear to sail for Ida’s town, 

And Ilion’s wretched turrets. By the gods. 

Inform me, I conjure thee, by what means 
Thou from my palace hither wert conveyed. 

Helen. Alas ! you to the source of all my woes_ 

Ascend, and search into most bitter tidings. 

Mene. Speak: for whate’er hath been ordained 
Heaven 

Ought to be published. 

Helen. I abhor the topic 

On which I now am entering. 

Mene. Yet relate 
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All that thou know’st ; for pleasing ’tis to hear 
Of labours that are past. 

I never went 

To that barbarian youth’s adulterous couch 
By the swift oar impelled : but winged love 
Those hapless spousals formed. 

god, what fate 

Hath torn thee from thy country ? 

,. -r . , O my lord, 

Ihe son of Jove hath placed me on the banks 
Of Nile. 

With what amazement do I hear 
This wondrous tale of thy celestial guide ! 

Oft have I wept, and still the tear bedews 
These eyes : to J uno, wife of Jove, I owe 
My ruin. 

Wherefore wi.shed she to have heaped 
Mischiefs on thee ? 

Ye sources of whate’cr 
To me hath been most dreadful, O ye baths 
And fountains, where those goddes.ses adorned 
Their rival beautie.s, from whose influence rose 
That judgment ! 

Were those curses on thy head 
By Juno showered, that judgment to requite? 

To rescue me from Venus. 

What thou mean’st 

Inform me. 

Who to Paris had engaged 

0 wretched woman ! 
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Wretched, wretched me 1 
Thus did she waft me to th’ E^ptian coast. 

Then in thy stead to him that image gave, 

As thou inform’.st me. 

But alas ! what woes 

Thence visited our wretched house I ah mother 1 
Ah rnel 

What .siiyst thou ? 

Lcda is no more. 

Armind htu neck she fixed the deadly noose 
On my account, through my unhappy nuptials 
O’erwhelmed with foul disgrace. 
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Alas ! But lives ' 

Hermione our daughter? 

Helen. unw(jdde(.l, 

' Yet childless, O my husband, she bewails 
My miserable 'spousals, my disgrace. 

Mtnc, 0 Paris, who hast utterly o’crihrown 

All my devoted house, these curst events, 

Both thee, and myriads of the ( Irecian troops 
With brazen arms refulgent, have th^stroyed, 

Helen. But from my country in an evil hour, 

From my loved native city, and Iroin you, 

Me hath the goddess driven, a wretch aeenrsed 
In that I left our home, and bridal l>cd, 

Which yet I left not, for those Ir.isc. espou.sals. 

Ckorus. If ye hereafter meet with happu-r fortune, 

This may atone for all ye have tauiured 
Already. 

Mess. To me too, 0 Menelaus, 

Communicate a portion of tluit joy 

Which I perceive, but know not whmt'e it springs 

Mene. Thou too, old man, shall in mir conihrrnce share, 

Mess. Was not she then the cause of all tlu* wo<-s 
Endured at Troy ? 

Mene. Not she : wt* wt-re doi'eivcd 

By those immortal Powtxs, wlujse pdastit^ hand 
Moulded a cloud into that baleful itnag<e 

Mess. What words are these you utt(‘r ? hav- we toiled 
In vain, and only for an empty eloud ? 

Ifene. These deeds were wrougiit hy Jtmo, and ilm strife 
'Twixt the three goddesses. 

Mess. Ihit k this woman 

Indeed your wife ? 

Mene. she: and thou fur this 

On my assertion safely maysl de|H,:mL 

Mess. My daughter, 0 how varialdc is jovi% 

And how inscrutable! fm he with case 
Whirls us around, now Imre, now tlmv ; one fiuffet 
B^ull many toils ; another, wht» trvVr kru:w 
What sorrow was, is swallowed up id 
In swift perdition, nor in Fortuntjl^ gifts 
A irm and lasting tenure cloth enjoy. 

Thou and thy husband have endured a war, 
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Of slander thou, but he of pointed spears : 

For by the tedious labours he endured 
He nothing could obtain, but now obtains 
The greatest and the happiest of all boons, 

Which comes to him unsought. Thou hast not shamed 
Thy aged fether, and the sons of Jove, 

Nor acted as malignant rumour speaks. 

I now renew tliy hymeneal rite, 

And still am mindful of the torch I bore, 

Running before the steeds, when in a car 
Thou with this favoured bridegroom wert conveyed 
From thy paternal mansion’s happy gates. 

For worthless is that servant who neglects 
His master\s interests, nor partakes their joys, 

Nor feels for their afllictions. I was born 
Indeed a slave, yet 1 with generous slaves 
Would still i)e numbered, for although the name 
I bear is abjexU, yet my soul is free. 

Far better this, than if 1 had at once 
Suffttred two evils, a corrupted heart, 

And vile subjection to another’s will 
"'em, Counigt‘, old man : for thou hast borne my shield, 

And In my cause endured unnumbered toils, 

Sharing my dangers : now partake my joys ; 

Go tell the friends I left, what thou hast seen, 

And our aus]nrious fortunes : on the shore 
Bid them remain, till our expected conflict 
Is finished ; and observe how we may sail 
Fromlhis loathed coast ; that, with our better fortune 
Conspiring, we, if possible, may ’scape 
From these barbarian.s. 

^ Voiir commands, O king, 

Shall lie But 1 perceive how vain 

And how replete with falsehood is the voice 
Gf prophets : no dependence can be placed 
Upon ihtdlames that from the altar rise, 

Or^on ilic voices of the feathered choir. 

It is the liifight of fi)!ly to suppose 
lliat hirils arc abb to instruct mankind. 

Fiir Galchas, to the host, nor by his words 
Nor signs, deckrecl, ** I for a cloud behold 
My friends in battle The seer was mute, 
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And Troy in vain was taken. But perhaps 
You will rejoin, ‘‘Twas not the will of Heaven 
That he should speak.” Why then do we consult 
These prophets ? We by sacrifice should ask 
For blessings from the gods, and lay aside 
All auguries. This vain delusive bait 
Was but invented to beguile ma.nkind. 

No sluggard e'er grew rich by divination, 

The best of seers are Prudence and Discernment. 

[ Exit M KSSENGER, 

Chorus. My sentiments on prophets well accord 

With those of this old man. ^ He^ whom the gods 
Th’ immortal gods befriend, in his^ own house 
Hath a response that never can niisknuL 
Eckn. So be it All thus far is well But how 
You came with safety, O unhappy man, 

From Troy, 'twill nought avail for me to know; 

Yet with the sorrows of their friends, have tnends 
A wish to be acquainted. 

Thou hast asked 

A multitude of questions in one short 

And blended sentence. Why should 1 recount 

To thee our suflerings on the HCgean deep, 

Those treacherous beacons, by the ven|;eiul hand 
Of Nauplius kindled on Eukea’s rocks, 

The towns of Crete, or in the Libyan realm, 

Which I have visited, and the famtul heights 
Of Perseus ? never could my words assuage 
Thy curiosity, and, by repeating 
My woes to thee, I should but grieve the more, 
And yet a second time those suiferings ietd. 

Eden. You in your answer have been more distn-cri 
Than I who such a cjuestion did propose. 

But pass o'er all beside, and only tell me 
How long you wandered o'er the briny main. 
Mme. Year after year, besides the ten at Truy, 

Seven tedious revolutions of the sum 
Eden. The time you speak of, 0 unhafipy man, 

Is long indeed : but from those dangers saved 
You hither come to bleed. i 

E&m. What wctfds air tlitjseij 

What dost thou mean? 0, how hast them undone in! 
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JSden, Fly from these re^ons with your utmost speed : 

Or he to whom this house belongs will slay you. 
gene. What have I done that merits such a fate ? 

Helen, You hither come an unexpected guest, 

And are a hindrance to my bridal rite. 
gene. Is there a man then who presumes to wed 
My consort ? 

Helen, -^^^d with arrogance to treat me^ 

Which I, alas 1 have hitherto endured. 
gem. Of private rank, in his own strength alone 
Doth he confide, or rules he o’er the land? 

Helen, Lord of this region, royal Proteus’ son, 
gene. This i.s the very riddle which I heard 
From yoiider female servant. 

Mekn. At wliicli gate 

Of thi.s barbarian palace did you stand ? 
gene. Here, whence I like a lieggar was repelled. 

Helen, What, <lid you beg lor food ! ah wretched me ! 
gene. The fact was thus : though I that abject name 
Assnuu’il luit, 

Helen, You then know, it seems, the whole 

About my nuptials. 

g^ne, 'This I know : but whether 

Thou has tea^aped th’ embraces of the king 
I still am uninformed, 

Helen, That 1 have kept 

Your bed still spt>tkiss, may you rest assured. 
gene. How canst thou prove the fact? if thou speak 
truth 

To me, it will give pleasure. 

Mkn, ‘ ^ Oo you see, 

Close to the tcunb, my miserable seat? 

Mene, 1 on the. groiuKl behold a couch : but what 

Hast tliou to do with that, O wretched woman? 

Helen, Here 1 a suppliant bowed, that I might ’scape 
h'rom those espousals. 

gm, Couldst thou find no altar,. 

Or dost thou follow the barbarian mode? 

'Helen, hk|ual!y with the temples of the gods 
Will this pr(jtt*et me. 

gene. Is not then my bark 

Allowed to waft thee to the Spartan shore? 
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Helen 

Mene, 

Helen, 
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Helen, 
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Mene, 
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Mem, 

Helen, 
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Rather the sword than Helen’s bridal bed 
Awaits you. ^ mankind 

Be to mo., etched. 

You, 'scapiog from to, ta«l. . 

For whom I laid the walls uf Uion waste? 

’Twere better than to [lensh in the eause 

Of me your consort. , i i 

Such unnuinly dc^'ds 

As these thou speak’st ot wtuiki diH;;ract‘ the chief 
Who conquered Troy. 

You r;oniot sl;iy the king, 
Which is perhaps the i')n»jcct ytni huv(‘ hirmed. 
Hath he then such a la^iy as nu sivd 
Can penetrate? 

My reastjns you siudl know. 

But it becomes not a wise man i' atinupi 
What cannot be perh^rnuHl 

Shall ! huhnut 

My hands in sileiu'c to tin; Kalling <iuun ? ^ 

You know not how to act in thfsf* thn* straits 

To which we are redurtal : but nt s-nue plot 

Must wc avail ourselves. 

^qSvrrr 1 H* ,i to die 

In some brave action than without a cuntlict. 

One only hope of safety yet reiitains. 

By gold can it be purehasetl, or tiepeiul'i it 
On dauntless ('outage, or pen.iia'.ive wurds? 

Of your arrival if tlu; tnonareh hear not. 

Who can inform him? he will tievet sun; 

Know who I am. 

He hath a sure jiski leiate, 
Within his i»lace, eti«al to the gods. 

Some voice whitth front its inmost chanitel 
sounds? 

No : 'tis his sister, her they atll 1 heonue 
She bears indeed a most propheiie iiiuue ; 

But .say, what mighty deeds can she perinrra? 

All things she knows, and will infutm her brotkt 
That you are here. 
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both, alas i must die, 

Nor can I possibly conceal myself. 

f/e/en. Could our united supplications move her? 

Mene, To do what acti<)n ? Into what vain hope 
Wouklst thou mislead me? 

Jle/en, Not to tell her 

That you are in the land. 

if we prevail 
'Ilvus far, Cixn wc escape from these domains? 

Helen, With tase, if slie camcur in our design, 

But not without her knowledge. 

This depends 

On thee : hir woinan best [jrevails with woman. 

I/e/en. Around luu* knt*es these suppliant hands Til twine. 

Jfene, (*o then ; hut what if she reject our prayer? 

Helen, Vou certainly nmst ilie ; and I by force 
Shall to the king be wedtled. 

Mne, Thou betray’st me 

'rhat fonat thou talkVit of is but mere pretence, 

Helen, But by yt>ur lusid tluit sacred oath I swear. 

Hene, What sayst thou, will thou die, and never change 
Thy husband? ^ 

J^len, ^ ^ ^ f^y the self-same sword : my corse 

Shall lie Iw^sidr you. 

I'o confirm the words 
Which thou hast s|)okcn, take my hand. 

Bkn It,vke 

Yolir iiiincl, and swear that after you are dead 
I will not live. 

Mem\ ^ ^ And I will put an end 

To my existence, if dtffirived of 

Helen, But liow shali we die so as to procure 
Immorlal glory ? 

0ene, ^ ^ ^ Soon as on the tomb 

'Fhec I Imve skin, myself will I disstroy. 

But first a miglny conflict shall decide 
Our cdaims who to thy bridal bed aspire. 

Let him who iiares, draw near: for the renown 
I won at Troy, I never will belie, 

Nor yet rclurriing to the Grecian shore * 

SulTi'r uimiimbered immu for havicig reft 
Thetis of her Acltillei, and beheld 
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Ajax the Telamonian hero slain, 

With Neleus’ grandson, though I dare not bleed 
To save my consort. Yet on thy behalf 
Without regret, will I surrender up 
This fleeting life : for if the gods are wise 
They lightly scatter dust upon the tomb 
Of the brave man who by his foes is slain, 

But pile whole mountains on the coward’s breast. 

Chorus. 0 may the race of Tantalus, ye gods, 

At length be prosperous, may their sorrows cease! 

Helen. Wretch that I am 1 for such is my hard fate : 

O Menelaus, we are lost for ever. 

The prophetess Theonoe, from the palace 
Comes forth : I hear the sounding gates unbarred 
Fly from this spot. But whither can you fly? 
For your arrival here, full well she knows, 
Absent, or present. How, O wretched me, 

Am I undone 1 in safety you return 
From Troy, from a barbarian land, to rush 
Again upon the swords of fresh barbarians. 

Theonoe, Menelaus, Helen, Chorus. 

Theonoe \to one of her Aitendanis^^ 

Lead thou the way, sustaining in thy hand 
The kindled torch, and fan the ambient air, 
Observing every due and solemn rite, 

That we may breathe the purest gales of Heaven. 
Meanwhile do thou, if any impious foot 
Have marked the path, with lustral flames efface 
The taint, and wave the pitchy brand around, 
That I may pass ; and when we have performed 
Our duteous homage to th’ immortal powers, 
Into the palace let the flame be borne, 

Restore it to the Lares. What opinion 
Have you, 0 Helen, of th’ events foretold 
By my prophetic voice ? Your husband comes, 
Your Menelaus in this land appears, 

Reft of his ships, and of your image reft. 

’Scaped from what dangers, O unhappy man, 

Art thou arrived, although thou know’st not yet 
Whether thou e’er shalt to thy home return, 

Or here remain. For there is strife in Heaven; 
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And Jove on thy account this day will hold 
A council i Juno who was erst thy foe 
Now gro^ benignant, with thy consort safe 
1 o Sparta would convey thee, that all Greece 
May understand that the fictitious nuptials 
Of Pans, were the baleful gift of Venus 
But Venus wants to frustrate thy retuS 
Lest she sliould be convicted, or appear 
At Iciist the palm of beauty to have purchased 
By veiiding Helen for a wife to PariL 
But this important question to decide 
On me depends ; I either can destroy’ thee. 

\ hicli IS the wish of Venus, by informing 
My biothei thou art herej or save thy life 
By taking Juno’s side, and thy arrival 
Concealing from my brother, who enjoined me 
lo inform him whensoe’er thou on these shores 

. ‘ V' tothc 

I hat Mcni.laus sell is here, to save me 
Prom Ills resentment? 

^ ^^"ees I fall, 

0 virgin, as a supiihant, and here take 
My imserahk- seat, both for myself, 

And him whom, scarce restored to me I see 
Now on the v.irgi- of d<,uh. Forbear t' inform 

1 hy brother, that to these fond arms my lord 
Again IS come. O .save him, I implore thee : 

N< ir grat ity thy 1 irother, by betraying 

1 he feelings ol humanity, to purchase 
A wicked and unjust applause : for Jove 
Detests all violence, he lads us u.se 
’lyiiat we posse.s.s, Init not increase our stores 
i)y nijnne. Jt is ht'ttcr to be poor, 

Than gain unrighteous wealth. For all mankind 
Lnjoy these esumnon blessings. Air and hlarth ■ 

Nor mighl we our own house with gold to fill, " 
l.y keeping fraiKlfnlly another’s right, 

Or .sewing it hy violence. For Hermes, 
Coiimiissioned by the blest immortal powers, 

Hath, at my co.st, consigned me to thy sire, 
lo keqi me for this hu.sband, who is here 
And clatme me kick again : but by what means 
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Can receive me s-fter he is deEd ? 

Or how can the ^Egyptian king restore me 
\ living consort to my breathless lord? 

Consider therefore, both the will of Heaven 
Xnd that of thy great father. Would the god, 
Would the deceased, surrender up or keep 
pother’s right? I deem they would restore it. 
Hence to thy foolish brother shouldst not thou 
Pay more respect than to thy virtuous sire. 

And sure if thou, a prophetess, who utter’st 
Th’ oracular responses of the gods, 

Break’s! through thy father’s justice, to comply 
With an unrighteous brother : it were base 
In thee to understand each mystic truth ^ 
Revealed by the immortal powders, the things 
That are, and those that are not ; yet o’erlook 
The rules of justice. But 0 stoop to save 
Me, miserable me, from all those ills 
in which I am involved ; this great exertion 
Of thy benignant aid, my fortunes claim. 

For there is no man who abhors not Helen ; 

’Tis rumoured through all Greece that I betrayed 
Mv husband, and abode beneath the roofs 
Of w^ealthy Phrygia. But to Greece once more 
Should I return and to the Spartan realm ; 
l^dien they are told, and see, how to the arts 
Of these contending goddesses they owe 
Their ruin ; but that I have to my friends 
Been ever true, they to the rank I held 
’Midst chaste and virtuous matrons, will restore me; 
My daughter too, whom no man dares to wed, 
From me her bridal portion shall receive ; 

And I, no longer doomed to lead the life 
Of an unhappy vagrant, shall enjoy 
The treasures that our palaces contain. 

Had Menelaus died, and been consumed 
In the funereal pyre, I should have wept 
For him far distant in a foreign realm ; 

But now shall I for ever be bereft 

Of him w^ho lives, and seem to have escaped 

From every danger. Virgin, act not thus ; 

To thee I kneel a suppliant ; O confer 
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On me this boon, and emulate the justice 
Of your great sire. For fair renown attends 
The children, from a virtuous father sprung. 

Who equal their hereditary worth. ’ 

T/ieonoe. Most piteous are the words which you have 
spoken ; 

You also claim my pity : but I wish 
To hear what Menelaus yet can plead 
To save his life. 

Afene. I cannot at your knees 

Fall prostrate, or with tears these eyelids stain : 

For I should cover all the great exploits 
Which I achieved at Ilion with disgrace 
If I became a dastard ; though some hold 
’Tis not unworthy of the brave to weep 
When wretched. But this honourable part 
(If such a part can e’er be honourable) 

I will not act, because the prosperous fortunes 
Which erst were mine, are present to my soul. 

If then you haply are disposed to save 
A foreigner who justly claims his wife. 

Restore her, and protect us : if you spurn 
Our suit, I am not now for the first time, 

But have been often wretched, and your ’name 
Shall be recorded as an impious woman. 

These thoughts, which I hold worthy of myself. 

And just, and such as greatly must affect 
Your inmost he.art, I at your father’s tomb 
With energy will utter. Good old man, 

Beneath this marble sepulchre who dwcir.st, 

To thee I sue, restore my wife, whom Jove’ 

Sent hither to thy realm, that thou for me 
Might’st guard her. Thou, 1 know, since thou art 
Ci6Eu, 

Canst ne’er have power to give her back again : 

But she, this holy prieste.s.s, will not suffer 
Reproach to fall on her illustrious sire, 

Whom I invoke amid the shades beneath : 

For this depends on her. Thee too I call, 

O Pluto, to my aid, who hast received 
Full many a corse, which Ml in Helen’s cause 
Beneath my sword, and still retain’st the prize : 
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. ^ restore them now to life, or force 

jjQ seems mightier than her pious father, 

-^e me back my wife. But of my consort 
5 resolve to rob me, I will urge 
If y se arguments which Helen hath omitted. 

- then, O virgin, first I by an oath 

bound myself, your brother to encounter, 

^ A He, or I, must perish ; the plain truth 
tbis- But foot to foot in equal combat, 

.j,^ ^ refuse to meet me, and attempt 
firive us suppliants from the tomb by famine, 
consort wiU I slay, and with the sword 
on this sepulchre my bosom pierce, 
the warm current of our blood may stream 
T to the grave. Thus shall our corses lie 
^ose to each other on this polished marble : 
von eternal sorrow shall they cause, 

foul reproach to your great father’s name. 
#or neither shall your brother wed my Helen, 
TSTor any man beside : for I with me 
Will bear her; if I cannot bear her home, 

Vet will I bear her to the shades beneath. 

-Rnt why complain ? If I shed tears, and act 
Tbe woman’s part, I rather shall become 
aj| 3, object of compassion, than deserve 
'T'o be esteemed a warrior. If you list, 
cf a-y rne, for I can never fall inglorious. 

BTit rather yield due credence to my words. 

So will you act with justice, and my wife 
Sball I recover. 

To decide the cause 

C/iora .,,yluch we speak, belongs to thee, O virgin : 

so decide as to please all. 

„ By nature 

And inclination am I formed to act 
With piety, myself too I revere : 

IsTor will I e’er pollute my sire’s renown. 

Or gratify my brother by such means 
A.S might make me seem base. For from my birtlii 
ITa-th justice in this bosom fixed her shrine ; 
And. since from Nereus I inherited 
This temper, Menelaus will I strive 
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To save. But now since Juno is disposed 
To be your friend, with her will I accord : 

May Venus be propitious, though her rites 
I never have partaken, and will strive 
For ever to remain a spotless maid. 

But I concur with thee, O Menelaus, 

In all thou to my father at his tomb 
Hast said : for with injustice should I act 
If I restored not Helen : had he lived, 

My sire on thee again would have bestowed 
Thy consort, and her fonner lord on Helen. 

For vengeance, in the shades of Hell beneath, 

And among all that breathe the vital air, 

Attends on those who break their plighted trust. 

The soul of the deceased, although it live 
Indeed no longer, yet doth still retain 
A consciousness which lasts for ever, lodged 
In the eternal scene of its abode. 

The liquid ether. To express myself 
Concisely, all that you requested me 
Will I conceal, nor with my counsels aid 
My brother’s folly ; I to him shall show 
A real friendship, though without the semblance, 

If I his vicious manners can reform 
And make him more religious. Therefore find 
Means to escape yourselves ; for I will hence 
Depart in silence. First implore the gods ; 

To Venus sue, that she your safe return 
Would suffer; and to Juno, not to change 
The scheme which she hath formed, both to 
preserve 

Your lord and you. O my departed sire, 

For thee will I exert my utmost might, 

That on thy honoured name no foul reproach 
May ever rest. ^ \_Exit Theonoe. 

Chorus, ^ No impious man e’er prospered : 

But fairest hopes attend an honest cause. 

Helen, O Menelaus, as to what depends 

Upon the royal maid, are we secure : 

But next doth it become you to propose 
Some means our safety to effect. 


Mens, 


Now listen 
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Eden, 

Mene, 

Helen. 


Helen. 

Mine. 


Euripides 

To me ; thou in this palace long hast dwelt, 

An inmate with the servants of the king. 

Why speak you thus? for you raise hopes as tlio^ji 
You could do somewhat for our common good, 
Canst thou prevail on any one of those _ 

Who guide the harnessed steeds, to lurmsl, us 

With a swift car? , ■ , . , 

Perhaps 1 might succeed 

In that attempt. But how shall we escape 
Who to the.se fields and this harhanan land 
Are strangers? An impraclicalilc Hung 

Tc this vou speak of. ... 

^ ^ Well, hut 111 the palace 


ay. 


Concealed, if with this sword the km:r I 

Iiissistcrwillnot.suftolhisius,h-n., ^ _ 

If you attempt auglit gainst hci hiotlu 1 s hie 
We have no ship in which wc can i-scapc ; 

■r... -- ' '"'t..-- !.v ll„- w,.c 


Helen. 


Mene. 


Is swallowed up. , , i , „ 

Now hear what I priipuse; 

From woman’s lips if wisdom ever tlow. 

Will you permit a ruiiunir of your d'-ath 

To be dispensed ? 

This were an evil omen : 


But I, ifany benefit arise 

p'rom sucli report, consent to he ealliai tle.id 


While 1 yet live. . , , 

j£ckn. tyrant s pity 

Our female choir shall move, with ire.'.'a-, .shorn, 
And chaunt funerwil strains. 

3 fcne. Whattendeiii'y 

Can such a project have to our delivei.'.n -e? 

Helen. I will allege that ’tis an aiieirnt custom ; 

And of the monarch his permission crave, 

That I on you, as if you in the sea 
Had perished, may ht-stow a v.ieanl tomb. 
Mene. If he consent, how can this leij-ued unnment 
Enable us to fly without a ship ? 

Helen. I will command a bark to he pivpaied, 

From whence into the bosoiti <1! the deep 
Funereal trappings I tiwy cast. 

iltrtv well 


Mene. 



Helen 


jFIekn, 

Mene, 


And wisely hast thou spoken ! but the tomb 
If he direct thee on the strand to raise, 

Nought can this scheme avail 

, But I will say 

Tis not the usage, in a Grecian realm, 

With earth to cover the remains of those 
Who perished in the waves. 

11., Thou hast again 

Removed this obstacle ; I then with thee 
Will sail, and the funereal trappings place 
In the same vessel 


ffekn. 


Mene, 


of great importance 
hat yon, and all those mariners who ^scaped 
The shipwreck, should be present. 

. , , , . If we find 

A bark at anchor, witli our flilchions armed 
In one collected band will we assail 
And board it. 
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/it'/evz. 1 0 direct all this, belongs 

lo you ; but may die pros|)erous breezes fill 
Our sails, and guide us o^er the billowy deep. 

Mene, 'riiese vows shall be accomplished ; for the gods 
At length will cause my toils to cease i but whence 
Wilt thou pretend thou hearerst that I was dead ? 
mien. Yourself shall be the messenger ; relate 
How you alone es('a]K‘d his piteous doom, 

A partner of the voyage with the son 
Of Atreus, and the witness of his death. 

Mene, I tiis tattered vest will testify my shipwreck. 
lie/en, I k)w sea.sonable was that which seemed at first 
To be a grievous loss I but the misfortune 
May end perhaps in bliss. 

^ Mu.st I with thee 

ICnt(?r the palace, or I)efore tins tomb 
Sit motionless? 


Here stay : for if the king 
By force should strive to tear you hence, this tomb 
Ajid your drawn sword will save you, But Til go 
To my apartment, shear my flowing hair, 

For sable weeds thi.s snowy vest exchange, 

And rend with bloody nails these livid cheeks : 

For 'tis a mighty conflict, and I see 
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These two alternatives : if in my plots 
Detected, I must die ; or to my country 
I shall return, and save your life. 0 Juno, 

Thou sacred queen, who shar’st the couch of Jove, 
Relieve two wretches from their toils ; to thee 
Our suppliant arms uplifting high t’wards Heaven 
With glittering stars adorned, thy blest abode, 

We sue : and thou, 0 Venus, who didst gain 
The palm of beauty through my promised ’spousals, 
Spare me, thou daughter of Dione, spare ; 

For thou enough hast injured me already ; 

Exposing not my person, but my name, 

To those barbarians ; suffer me to die, 

If thou wilt slay me, in my native land. 

Why art thou still insatiably malignant ? 

Why dost thou harass me by love, by fraud, 

By the invention of these new deceits, 

And by thy magic philtres plunge in blood 
Our miserable house? If thou hadst ruled 
With mildness, thou to man hadst been most grateful 
Of all the gods. I speak not this at random. 

[Helen and Menelaus retire behind the iomh, 

Chorus. 

ODE. 


I. I. 

On thee who build’st thy tuneful seat 
Protected by the leafy groves, I call, 

O nightingale, thy accents ever sweet 
Their murmuring melancholy fall 
Prolong ! 0 come, and with thy plaintive strain 
Aid me to utter my distress, 

Thy woes, O Helen, let the song express, 

And those of Troy now levelled with the plain 
By Grecian might. From hospitable shores, 
Relying on barbaric oars, 

The spoiler Paris fled, 

And o'er the deep to Priam's realm with pride 
Before his imaginary bride, 

Fancying that thou hadst graced his bed, 

To nuptials fraught with shame by wanton Venus led. 
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I. 2. 

Unnumbered Greeks, transpierced with spears. 
Or crushed beneath the falling ramparts, bled : 

Hence with her tresses shorn, immersed in tears 
The matron wails her lonely bed, 

But Natiplius, kindling near th* Eubcean deep 
Those torches, o'er our host prevailed ; 

Though with a single bark the traitor sailed, 

He wrecked whole fleets against Caphareus' steep, 
And the Aigcixn coasts, the beacon seemed 

A star, and through Heaven's conclave gleamed, 
Placed on the craggy height. 

While flushed witli conquest, from the Phrygian strand 
'Fhcy hastened to their native land, 

Portentous source of bloody fight, 

The cloud by J uno formed, beguiled their dazzled sight. 

n. 1. 

Whether the image W'as divine, 

Drew from tena^strial particles its birth, 

Or from the middle region, how define 

By curious search, ye sons of earth ? 

Far from unravelling Heaven's abstruse intents, 

We view the world tost to and fro, 

Mark strange vicissitudes of joy and woe, 

Discordant and miraculous events. 

Thou, Htjicn, art indeed the child of Jove. 

The swam, thy sire, inflamed by love, 

To Leda's bosom flew : 

Yet with imputed crimes malignant fame 

Through Greece arraigns thy slandered name. 

Of men I know not whom to trust, 

But what tlie gads pronounce have I found ever just 

It 2. 

Frantic arc ye who seek renown 
Amid the horrors of th' embattled field, 

AVho masking guilt beneath a laurd crown 
With nervous arm the falchion wield, 

Not slaughtered thousands can your fury sate. 

If still success the judgment |uide, 

■If bloody battle right and wrong decide. 
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Incessant strife must vex each rival state : _ 

Hence from her home departs each Phrygian wife, 

0 Helen, when the cruel strife 
Which from thy charms arose, 

One conference might have dosed : now myriads dweU 
With Pluto in the shades of Hell, 

And flames, as when Jove’s vengeance throws 
The bolt, have caught her towers and finished Ilion’s woes, 

Theoclymenus, Chorus (Helen and Menelaus 
beJitnd the tomb). 


Theoclv Hail, 0 thou tomb of my illustrious sire ! 

" For thee have I interred before my gate. 

That with thy shade I might hold frequent conference 
0 Preteusj Theoclymenus thy son 
Thee, 0 my father, oft as he goes forth, 

Oft as he enters these abodes, accosts. 

But to the palace now convey those hounds 
And nets, my servants. 1 full many a time 
Have blamed myself, because 1 never punished 
With death such miscreants ; now I am informed 
That publicly some Greek to the.se domains 
Is come unnoticed by my guard.s, a spy. 

Or one who means to carry Helen off 
By stealth : but if I seize him, he shall die. 
Methinks I find all over : for the daughter 
Of Tyndarus sits no longer at the tomb, 

But from these shores hath fled, and now is crossiif 
The billowy deep. Unbar the gate.s, bring forth 
My coursers from the stalls, and brazen cars ; 

Lest through my want of vigilance the dame 
Whom I would make my consort, should escape rat. 
Borne from this land. Yet stay ; for I behold 
Those we pursue still here beneath this roof, 

Nor are they fled. Ho ! why in sablc vcst 
Hast thou arrayed thyself, why cast aside 
Thy robes of white, and from thy graceful head 
With ruthless steel thy glowing ringlets shorn, 

And wherefore bathed thy cheek with recent tears! | 
Groan’st thou, by visions of the night apprized 
Of some calamity, or hast thou heard 
Within, a rumour that afflicts thy soul ? 
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ffeUn, My lord (for I already by that name 
-Accost you), I am utterly undone, 

My former bliss is vanished, and I now 
-Am nothing. 

Theocly. Art thou plunged into distress 
So irretrievable ? what cruel fate 
Kath overtaken thee ? 

My Menelaus, 

(Ah, how shall I express myself? ) is dead. 

Theocly, Although I must not triumph in th’ event 

Thou speak'st of, yet to me kis most auspicious. - 
How know’st thou ? Did Theonoe tell thee this ? 

Helen, She and this mariner, who when he perished 
Was present, both concur in the same tale. 

Theocly, Is there a man arrived, who for the truth 
Of that account can vouch? 

Helen, He is arrived : 

And would to Heaven that such auspicious fortune 
As I could wish attended him. 

Theocly, Who is he ? 

Where is he ? I would know the real fact. 

Helen, ’Tis he who stupefied with sorrow sits 
XJpon the tomb. 

Theocly, In what unseemly garb 

Is he arrayed, O Phoebus ! 

Helen, In that dress. 

All me ! methinks my husband I behold. 

Theocly, IBut in what country was the stranger bom, 

And whence did he come hither ? 

Helen, Hek a Greek, 

One of those Greeks who with my husband sailed. 

Theocfy, How doth he say that Menelaus died? 

Helen. Most wretchedly, engulfed amid the waves, 

Theocly, Where? as he passed o^er the barbarian seas? 

Helen, Dashed on the rocks of Libya, which affords 
No haven. 

Theocly, But whence happened it, that he 

This partner of his voyage did not perish? 

Helen, The worthless are more prosperous than the brave. 

Theocly, Where left he the wrecked fragments of his ship 
When he came hither ? * 

Tnere, wnere would to Heaven 


Helen, 
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Perdition had o’ertaken him, and spared 
The life of Menelaus. 
r; och 

Is then no more : but in what bark arrived 

This messenger? 

rr j Some sailors, as he. says, 

‘ By chance passedby, and snatched him from the wavej ^ 
Theocly. But where’s that hateful pest wliich in tlij 
stead 

Was sent to Ilion ? , 

_ Speak you of a cloud. 

Resembling me? it mounted to the .skies. 

Theocly. O Priam, for how frivoloii.s a cause 
Thou with thy Troy didst perish : 

Helen. 

I too have been involved. 

Theocly. , . 

Thy husband’s corse unbuned, or str.'w dust 

O’er his remains ? 

yyilgn. mmderred, 

Ah, wretched me ! 

Theocly. 

Sever the ringlets of tliy auburn iiair f 
Helen. Still is he dear, lodged in thi.s laitldiil brea.st 
Theocly. Hast thou sufficient rea.son then to weep 
For this calamity ? 

Helen. Could you bear lightly 

Your sister’s death ? 

Theocly. surely. But what means 

Thy still residing at this marble tomb? 

Helen. Why do you harass me with taunting words, 

And why disturb the deatl ? 

Theocly. Because, still constant 

To thy first husband, from my love thou liiest. 
Helen. But I will fly no longer : hieste, begin 
The nuptial rite. 

Theocly. Twas long ere liioit didst come 

To this: but I such conduct must applaud. 

Helen. Know you then how to act ? let us turgel 
All that has passed. 

Theocly. Upon what terms ? with kindns 

Should kindness be repaid. 



Helen 


143 


Jlden, Let us conclude 

The peace, and O be reconciled. 

Theocly. ^ All strife 

With thee I to the winds of heaven consign. 

Helen. Now, since you are my friend, I by those knees 
Conjure you. 

Theocly. \V‘ith what object in thy view, 

’ To me an earnest suppliant dost thou bend? 

Helen. I my clei)arted husband would inter. 

Theocly. Wiiat tomb can l)e bestowed upon the absent 
Woukist thou inter his shade? 

Helen. There is a custom 

Among the Greeks established, that the man 
Who in tlie ocean perishes — — 

Theocly. ^ What is it ? 

For in siicli matters Pelops^ race are wise. 

Helen. To bury in their stead an empty vest. 

Theocly. Perform funereal rites, and lieap the tomb 
On any ground thou wilt. 

Hele7i. We in this fashion 

Bury not tlie drowned mariner. 

Theocly. How then ? 

I am a strangtT to the Grecian customs. 

Helen. Iku'h pious gift due to our breathless friends 
Wc cast into the .sea. 

Theocly. On the deceased 

What presents fur thy sake can I bestow ? 

Helen. I know not : for in oOices like these 

Am 1 iinprar'tised, having erst been happy. 

Theocly. An arta'ptable message have you brought, 

0 stranger. 

Mcne. Most ungrateful to myself 

And tiu^ dcctsastaL i 

Theocly. What funereal rites on those 

Oc('ai^ hath swallowed up, do ye bestow? 

Mene. SuOi honours as each individuars wealth 
Fnabhts tis to pay him. 

Theocly. Name the cost, 

And for her sake receive whatever you will. 
l^me. Blocai is our first libation to the dead. 
fkociy. Wliat lficK>d? inform me, for with your instructions 

1 will comply. 
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jj- Determine that thyself, 

* ■ For whatsoe’er thou ^^v’st will be sufhcicnt. 

Thcocly. The customary victims ’mong baibatians 

Are either horse or bull. 

mndo er thou giv’st, 

Let it be somewhat princely. 

, 'My ncli herds 

■^With these are amply funhshecL , , , , . 

And trie bier 

Mene. . , . , 

Without the corse is borne in solemn state. 

T/ieoc/y. It shall : but what is there lieside which custom 
' Requires to grace the funeral. 

Mens. = 

For war w'as what he loved. 

Tie>d,. , , , "■ill 

Such presents as are worth) of the lact,. 

Of mighty Pelops. 

And tho.se Inuldiiij; fioweis 
Th’ exuberant soil produces. 

TAcorly. , IhU s.ay, how 

And in what manner ye theKc i)iiei mgs plimgc 
Into the ocean. 

^Ve innnt iiave a hark 
And mariners to ply tlie oars, 

T/ieoc/}\ ^ I' 

Will they launcli forth tlie vi^snd from thi^ strand? 

Mene, So far as from the shore thou srana* wilt see 
The keel divide the waves. 

Theocly, C'trecce 

" Observe this usage? 

Lest the risin|,: l»illows 

Cast back to land th’ aldutlons. 
r/ieocly. ^ ^ 

A swift Phamician vessel 

Mene. Thk wore kimb 

Anri no small favour shown to .Mnn-lau . 


J'/ieocIy, Without her presenee, eannoi yun ptiinim 
" These rites alone ? 

Mene» *^nrh task or to a inoiher, 

Or wife, or child, belongs, 

Tke(^c/y. ''bis then tier clitiyi 

You say, to bury her depinted. lord? 
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Mettt- Sure, piety instructs us not to rob 
The dead of their accustomed dues. 

Thtocly. _ _ _ Enough : 

On me it is incumbent to promote 
Such virtue in my consort. I vrill enter 
The palace, and from thence for the deceased 
Bring forth rich ornaments ; with empty hands 
You from this region will not I send forth. 

1 hat you may execute what she desires. 

But luaving lirought me acceptable tidings, 

Instead of these vile weeds shall you receive 
A decent garb and food, that to your country 
You may return : for clearly I perceive 
i hat you are wretched now. But torture not 
Thy husoin with unprofitable cares, 

0 haples.s woman, for thy Menelaus 

Is now no more, nor c.an the de.ad revive. 

Ment. 'I'hee it behoves, () blooming dame, to love 
'I’hy present luishaiul, and to lay aside 
'I'he foiul reniembranee of thy breathless lord; 

For such behaviour .suits thy fortunes best. 

But if to Creece with safety 1 return, 

'I’hat infamy which erst pursued thy name 
I'll cause to eeasc, if thou acquit thyself 
Of ihest! great rlutie.s like a virtuous consort. 

Hekn. _l_'vill ; nor shall my husband e'er have cau.se 

l(i blame me: you too, who are here, shall witness 
The truth of my u.s.sertioas. But within 
On lave your wearied limbs, O wretched man, 

Aiul change your habit ; for without delay 
'I'o you will I become a benefactress. 

1 lcircc tiio with greater zeal will you perform 
The rites my dcarc.st Menelaus claims. 

If all due honours you from me receive. 

Tiikoci.vmknus, Hei-en, and Menki.aus, 

CttORUS. 

OI>B. 

1, I. 

O'er mmmiains erst with hasty tread 
iJid tlje celestial mother stray, 
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Nor stop where branching thickets spread 

Where rapid torrents crossed her way, 

Or on the margin of the billowy deep ; 

Her daughter w^hom we dread to name 
She 'wept, while hailing that majestic dame, 

Cymbals of Bacchus from the craggy steep 

Sent forth their clear and piercing sound, 

Her car the harnessed dragons drew ; 
Following the nymph torn from her virgin crew. 
Amidst her maidens swift of foot were found 
Diana skilled the bow to wield, 

Minerva, who in glittering state 
Brandished the spear and raised her Gorgon shield; 
But Jove looked down from Heaven t’award anotherfate. 

I. 2. 

Soon as the mother’s toils were o’er, 

When she had finished her career, 

And sought the ravished maid no more, 

To caves where drifted snows appear, 

By Ida’s nymphs frequented, did she pass. 

And threw herself in sorrow lost. 

On rocks and herbage crusted o’er with frost, 
Despoiled the wasted champaign of its grass, 
Rendered the peasant’s tillage vain, 

Consuming a dispeopled land 
With meagre famine ; Spring at her command 
Denied the flocks that sickened on the plain 
The leafy tendrils of the vine ; 

Whole cities died, no victims bled. 

No frankincense perfumed Heaven’s vacant shrine ; 

Nor burst the current from the Spring’s obstructed head 

II. I. 

Then ceased the banquet, wont to charm 
Both gods above and men below : 

The mother’s anger to disarm, 

And mitigate the stings of woe, 

Till in these words Jove uttered his behests : 

“ Let each benignant grace attend 
Sweet music’s sympathizing aid to lend, 

And drive corrosive grief from Ceres’ breast 
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Indignant for her ravished child : 

Now, O ye Muses, with the lyre 
Join the shrill hymns of your assembled choir 
The brazen trumpet fill with accents wild. 

And beat the rattling drums amain. 

Then first of the immortal band, 

Venus with lovely smile approved the strain. 

And raised the deep-toned flute in her enchanting hand. 

II. 2. 

The laws reproved such foul desire. 

Yet ’gainst religion didst thou wed ; 

Thy uncle caught love’s baleful fire. 

And rushed to thy incestuous bed. 

Thee shall the mighty mother’s wrath confound 
Because, through thee, before her shrine ’ 

No victims slain appease the powers divine. 

Great virtue have hinds’ hides, and ivy wound 
Upon a consecrated rod; 

And youths, with virgins in a ring, 

^\^len high from earth with matchless force they spring 
Loose streams their hair, they celebrate that god 
The Bacchanalian votaries own. 

And waste in dance the sleepless night. 

But thou, confiding in thy charms alone, 
iForgett St the moon that shines with more transcendent 
hght. 


Helen, Chorus. 

JETeZen. V/ithin the palace, O my friends, we prosper 
For Proteus royal daughter, in our schemes 
Conspiring when her brother questioned her 
About my lord, no information gave 
Of his arrival : to my interests true 
She said, that cold in death he views no longer 
The radipt sun. But now my lord hath seized 
A vengeful falchion, in that mail designed 
To have been plunged beneath the deep arrayed 
With nervous arm he lifts an orbed shield. 

In his nght hand protended gleams the spear, 

As if with me he was prepared to pay 

To the deceased due homage. Furnished thus 



14 ^ 


Euripides 


With brazen arms, he’s ready for the battle, 

And numberless barbarians will subdue 
soon as we the ship ascend. 

Schanmng those unseemljr weeds which clothe 
shiSwfecked mariner, in splendid robes 
Have I arrayed him, from transparent spnngs 
?S laver filled, and bathed his weaned hmbs. 

But I must now be silent, fiM the man 

Who fancies I am ready to become 

Sis consort, leaves the pala^ce. O my friends, 

?; your attachment too I place iny trust, 

Strain your tongues, for we, when saved ourselvs^ 
ff possible will save you from this thraldom. 

THEOCLYMENUS, HeLEN, MENEEAUS, ChOEUS. 

1 Cr\ forth in such procession as the stranger 
^'^'’^hects yoC o my servants and convey 
These gifts funereal to the bnny deep. 

But if thou disapprove not what I say, 

So thou, 0 Helen, yield to rny pemuasions 

And here remain. For whether thou attend. 

Or art not present at the ol^equies 
Of thy departed husband, thou to bun 
Wilt Jhow^an equal reverence. ^ 

Sit hurried on by wild desire thou plunge 
Into the foaming billows, for the sahe 
S him on whom thou doat’st, thy former ord, 
iShou his doom immoderately bewail st 
Though he be lost, and never can return. 

TTtim O mv illustrious husband, I am bound 
^ ^ To ply due honours to the man whom first 
I wLded, of our aiicient nuptial joys 
A memory still retaining, for so well 
T loved mv lord that I could even die 
Wkh him But what advantage would result 
Slhe deceased, should I lay dorm rny life? 
VPt let me go myself, and to his shade 
?Sform eaS sdemn rite. But may.the gods. 
On you, and on the stranger who assists me 
In this my pious task, with liberal hand 
CoSerthrgifts I wish. But y^ nuje 
Shall such a consort to your palace bear 
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As you dese^e, to recompense your kindness 
1 o me and Menelaus. Such events 
In some degree are measured by the will 
Of Fortune : but give orders for a ship 
To be prepared, these trappings to convey, 

So shall your purposed bounty be complete 
Theocly. \to one of his Attendariis?^ ^ 

Go thou, and furnish them a Tyrian bark 
Of fifty oars, with skilful sailors manned 
Helen, But may not he who decorates the tomb 
Govern the ship ? 

. My sailors must to him 

Yield an implicit deference. 

-p * ..L i. injunction 

Repeat, that they may clearly understand it 
Thtocly. A second time, will I, and yet a third 
Issue this self-same mandate, if to thee’ 

This can give pleasure. 

^ May the gods confer 
, Blessings on you, and prosper my designs f 
Waste not thy bloom with unavailing tears 
Helen, To you this day my gratitude will prove. 
Hieocly, All these attentions to the dead are nouaht 
But unavailing toil. ^ 

My pious care 

Not to those only whom the silent grave 
Contains, but to the living too extends. . 
Tlkeoofy, In me thou mayst expect to find a husband 
Who yields not to the Spartan Menelaus. 
Helen, I censure not your conduct, but bewail 
My own harsh destiny. 

Theody. Bestow thy love 

On me, and prosperous fortunes shall return. 
Helen. It is a lesson I have practised long, 

To love my friends. ’ 

T/ieody, ^ ^ ^ Shall I my navy launch, 

lo join in these funereal rites ? 

Helen, Dread lord, 

I ay not unseemly homage to your vassals. 
Theody, Well 1 I each sacred usage will allow 
Practised by Pelops^ race, for my abodes 

Are undefiled with blood : thy Menelaus ■ 
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In Mgfpt died not. But let some one haste 
And bid the nobles bear into my house 
The bridal gifts : for the whole earth is bound 
To celebrate in one consenting hymn 
My blest espousals with the lovely Helen, 

But go, embark upon the briny main, ^ 

O stranger, and as soon as ye have paid 
All decent homage to her former lord 
Bring back my consort hither : that with me 
When you have feasted at our nuptial rite 
You to your native mansion may return. 

Or here continue in a happy state. 

Theoclymenus. 

Mene. O Jove, thou mighty father, who art called 
A god supreme in wisdom, from thy heaven 
Took down, and save us from our woes : delay not 
To aid us : for we drag the galling yoke 
Of sorrow and mischance : if with thy finger 
Thou do but touch us, we shall soon attain 
The fortune which we wish for, since the toils 
We have endured already are sufficient. 

Ye gods, I now invoke you, from my mouth 
So shall ye hear full many joyful accents 
Mixed with these bitter plaints : for I deserve not 
To be for ever wretched ; but to tread 
At length secure. 0 grant me this one favour, 
And make my future life completely blest. 

[jExez^ni Menelaus and Helen. 

Chorus. 

ODE. 


I. I. 

Swift bark of Sidon, by whose dashing oars 
Divided oft, the frothy billows rise, 
Propitious be thy voyage from these shores ; 
In thy train the dolphins play, 

^ O'er the deep thou lead’st the way, 

, While motionless its placid surface lies. 

Soon as Serenity the fair, 

That azure daughter of the main, 

Shall in this animating strajn^ 
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Have spoken : “To the gentle breeze of air 
Expand each undulating sail, 

Row briskly on before the gale, 

Ye mariners, in Perseus’ ancient seat 
Till Helen rest her wearied feet.” 

I. 2. 

Those sacred nymphs shall welcome thy return 
Who guard the portals of Minerva’s fane 
Or speed the current from its murmuring urn : 
Choral dances of delight 
That prolong the jocund night. 

At Hyacinthus’ banquet shalt thou join, 

Fair stripling, whom with luckless hand 

Unwitting did Apollo slay 

At games that crowned the festive day, 

Hurling his quoit on the Laconian strand ; 

To him Jove’s son due honours paid : 

At Sparta too, that lovely maid 
Shalt thou behold, whom there thou left’st behind 
Still to celibacy consigned. ’ 

II. I. 

0 might we cleave the air, like Libyan crai:es, 

Who fly in ranks th’ impending wintry storm ; 

When their shrill leader bids them quit the plains. 
They the veteran’s voice obey, 

O’er rich harvests wing their way, 

Or where parched wastes th’ unfruitful scene deform, 
Wi*h lengthened neck, ye feathered race 
Who skim the clouds in social band. 

Where the seven Pleiades expand 
Their radiance, and Orion heaves his mace, 

This joyous embassy convey 
As near Eurotas’ banks ye stray ; 

That Menelaus to his subject land 

Victorious comes from Phrygia’s strand. 

n. 2. 

Horne in your chariot down th’ ethereal height, 

At length, ye sons of Tyndarus, appear, 

While vibrates o’or^jmr heads the stany light : 
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Habitants of heaven above, 

How exert fraternal love, 

If ever Helen to your souls was dear, 

A calm o'er th* azure ocean spread, 

Bridle the tempests of the main, 

Propitious gales from Jove obtain, 

Your sister snatch from the barbarian’s bed : 
Commenced on Ida’s hill, that strife, 
Embittered with reproach her life, 
Although she never viewed proud Ilion’s tower 
Reared by Apollo’s matchless power. 


Theoclymenus, Messenger, Chorus. 

Mess 0 king, I have discovered in the palace, 

* * Events most inauspicious : what fresh woes 

Is it my doleful office to relate ! 
rWj'. Say what hath happened? 

Seek another wife, 

For Helen hath departed from this realm. 

Theocly. Borne through the air on wings, or with swift foot 
''^Treading the ground ? 

Her o’er the briny main 
From Egypt’s shores, hath Menelaus wafted, 

Who came in person with a feigned account 
Of his own death, 

O dreadful tale ! what ship 
From these domains conveys her ? thou relat’st 
Tidings the most incredible. 

Mm, 

You to that stranger gave, and in one word 
To tell you all, he carries off your sailors. 

Timely. How is that possible ? I wish to know : 

For such an apprehension never entered 
My soul, as that one man could have subdued 
The numerous band of mariners, with whom 
Thou wert sent forth. 

When from the royal mansicB 
Jove’s daughter to the shore was borne^ she trod 
With delicate and artful step, pretending 
To wail her husband’s loss, though he was present, 
And yet alive. But when we reached the haven, 
Sidonia’s largest vessel we hauled forth, 


Mess. 
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Furnished with benches, and with fifty oars 
But a fresh senes of incessant toil 
Followed this toil ; for while one fixed the mast. 
Another ranged the oars, and with his hand 
The signal gave, the sails were bound together 
Then was the rudder fastened to the stern ’ 
Wi*b *ongs. cast forth : while they observed 

In such laborious task, the Grecian comrades 

Of ]Vl0ncl3.us to the shor6 EdvEnced 

^*^'^form'*"'”^ shipwrecked vestments. Though their 

\\kis gra^ful, yet their visages were squalid : 

But Atreus son, beliolding their approach, 

Under the semblance of a grief that ma.sked 
His Jl-^l^ch^irous purpose, in these words addressed 

“How, O ye wretched sailors, from what bark 
Of Greece that hath been wrecked upon this coast 
Are ye come hither? will ye join with us 
In the funorfal rites of Menelatis, 

Whom lyndarus’s daughter, to an empty tomb 
Consigns, though ah.seiit ? “ Simulated tears 
J hey shed, and \vt?nt aboard the ship, conveyin'^ 
ijie presents lo be cast Into the sea 
I’' or IMcnckius. ^ liut to us these things 
Ajipeared su.sjiicious, and wo made remarks 
Among ourselves ujion the numerous band 
Of our intruding passengers ; but checked 
Our tongues from speaking oiienly, througii deference 
J ( I yonr command.s. h’or when you to that stranger 
J rusted the guuknce of the ship, you caused ^ 

1 lu.s (lire confusion. All beside, with ease 
1 lad wc now lodged aboard, Imt could not force 
I he sturdy bull t advance; he bellowing rolled 
J I1.S eyes around, bending his back and low’ring 
Jietwixt hm hc>rnS| oor dared we to arjproach 
And handle But Helenas husband cried 
O ye who laid IVoy waste, will ye forget 
I o act like Creeks ? why scruple ye to seize 
And on your youthful shoulders heave the beast 
tJp to the rising prow^ a welcome victim 
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To the deceased? ” His falchion, as he spoke, 
The warrior drew. His summons they obeyed, 
Seized the stout bull, and carried him aboard : ’ 
But Menelaus stroked the horse’s neck 
And face, and with this gentle usage led him 
Into the bark. At length when all its freight 
The vessel had received, with graceful foot 
Helen, the steps ascending, took her seat 
On the mid deck ; and Menelaus near her, 

E’en he who they pretended was no more. 

But some on the right side, and on the left 
Others in equal numbers, man to man 
Opposed, their station took, their swords concealing 
Beneath their garments. ^ We distinctly heard 
The clamorous sailors animate each other 
To undertake the voyage. But from land 
When a convenient distance we had steered, 

The pilot asked this question : “ Shall we sail, 

O stranger, any farther from the coast, 

Or is this right ? for ’^-is my task to guide 
The vessel.” He replied : “ Enough for me.” 
Then seized with his right hand the falchion, leaped 
Upon the prow, and standing o’er the bull 
The victim (without mentioning the name 
Of any chief deceased ; but as he drove 
The weapon through his neck) thus prayed: “0 
Neptune, 

Who in the ocean dweli’st, and ye chaste daughters 
Of Nereus, to the Nauplian shore convey 
Me and my consort, from this hostile land, 

In safety.” But a crimson tide of blood, 
Auspicious to the stranger, stained the waves ; 

And some exclaimed “There’s treachery in this 
voyage, 

Let us sail homewards, issue thy commands, 

And turn the rudder.” But the son of Atreus, 
Who had just slain the bull, to his companions 
Called loudly : “ Why delay, O ye the flower 
Of Greece, to smite, to slaughter those barbarians, 
And cast them from the ship into the waves ? ” 

But to your sailors our commander spoke 
A different language : “ Will not some of you 



Helen 155 

Tear up a plank, or with a shattered bench, 

Or ponderous oar, upon the bleeding heads 
Of those audacious foreigners our foes, 

Impress the ghastly wound ?’' But on their feet 
All now stood up ; our hands with nautic poles 
Were armed, and theirs with swords: a tide of 
slaughter 

Ran down the ship. But Helen from the poop 
The Greeks encouraged : “Where is the renown . 

Ye gained at Troy ? display ’gainst these barbarians 
The same undaunted prowess.” In their haste 
Full many fell, some rose again, the rest 
Might you have seen stretched motionless in death. 
But Menelaus, sheathed in glittering mail, 

Wherever his confederates he descried 
Hard pressed, rushed thither with his lifted sword. 
Driving us headlong from the lofty deck 
Into the waves, and forced your mariners 
To quit their oars. But the victorious king 
Now seized the rudder, and to Greece declared 
He would convey the ship : they hoisted up 
The stately mast : propitious breezes came ; 

They left the land : but I from death escaping, 

Det myself gently do^vn into the waves 
Borne on the cordage which sustains the anchor; 

My strength began to fail, wficn some kind hand 
Threw forth a rope, and brought me safe ashore, 

That I to you these tidings might convey. 

There’s nought more beneficial to mankind 
Than wise distrust. 

I never could have thought 
That Menelaus who was here, O king. 

Could have imposed so grossly or on you 
Or upon us, 

meacly. Wretch that I am, ensnared 

By woman’s treacherous arts 1 the lovely bride 
I hoped for, hath escaped me. If the ship 
Could be o’ertaken by our swift pursuit. 

My wrongs would urge me with vindictive hand 
To seize the strangers. But I now will punish 
That sister who betrayed me; in my house 
Who when she saw the Spartan Menelaus, 
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Informed me not: she never shall deceive 
Another man by her prophetic voice. 

Chonis Ho ! whither, 0 my sovereign, would you go. 

And for what bloody purpose? 

Thcocly. 

Of ricid justice summons me. Retire, 
iidLrd aloof. 

Yet will not I let loo„o 
Your garment; for you hasten to coiniiiit 
A deed most mischievous. 

Tfi^ody. thou, .1 slave, 

Govern thy lord? 

CJwnis reason’s on iny side. 

Tlimly. That shall not I allow, if thou refuse 
To quit thy hold. 

I will not then release you. 

TAeody. To slay that worst of sisters. _ 

, I iKit most pious. 

rWv. Her who betrayed me. . 

tdoruHis was the frimd 

That caused so just a deed. 

fj^idcly. bestowed 

"^My consort on another. 

Chorus. , . 

Who had a better chum- — - 

Thody. , •’ 

Of what belongs to me? 

Chorus. '''b« 

Received her. _ 

j'juody. She by luinune was iicsliivvcd 

On me. 

Chorus. But ta’en away again liy ham. 

Theody. 'I'hou hast no right to judge of my iiHati 
Chorus. If I but speak to give you IhUI.t rmins.-ls. 
Thtody. I am thy suliject then, and nut thy king. 
Chorus. For having acted piously, your sister 
I vindicate. 

Thtoclv. Thou seem’st to wish for death. 

Chorus. Kill me. Your sister you with my eoiwciit 
Shall never slay ; I rather would yield up 
My life on her behalf. It is most glonoun 
To generous servants for their lords to die. 
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Castor and Pollux, Theoclymenus, Chorus. 

Cas. 6^ P, Restrain that ire that hurries thee away 
Beyond the bounds of reason,* O thou king 
Of u^Eg37pt^s realm ; and listen to the voice 
Of us twin sons of Jove, whom Leda bore 
Together with that Helen who is fled 
From thy abodes. Thou rashly hast indulged 
Thine anger, for the loss of her whom Fate 
Ne'er destined to thy bed. Nor hath thy sister 
Theonoe, from th’ immortal Nereid sprung, 

To thee done any injury ; she reveres 
The gods, and her great father’s just behests. 

For till the present hour, was it ordained 
That Helen in thy palace should reside : 

But when Troy’s walls were from their bases torn. 
And she had to the rival goddesses 
Furnished her name, no longer was it fit 
That she should for thy nuptials be detained, 

But to her ancient home return, and dwell 
With her first husband. In thy sister’s breast 
Forbear to plunge the sword, and be convinced 
That she in this affair hath acted wisely. 

We long ere this our sister had preserved. 

Since Jove hath made us gods, but were too weak 
At once to combat the behests of Fate, 

And the immortal powers, who had ordained 
That these events should happen. This to thee, 

O Theoclymenus, I speak. These words 
Next to my lovely sister, I address ; 

Sail with your husband, for a prosperous breeze 
Your voyage shall attend. We your protectors 
And your twin brothers, on our coursers borne 
Over the waves, will guide you to your country, 

But after you have finished life’s career. 

You shall be called a goddess, shall partake 
With us the rich oblations, and receive 
The gifts of men : for thus hath Jove decreed. 

But where the son of Maia placed you first, 

When he had borne you from the Spartan realm, 

And formed by stealth from the aerial mansions 
An image of your person, to prevent 
Paris from wedding you, there is an isle 
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Near the Athenian realm, which men shall call 
Helen in future times, because that spot 
Received you, when in secrecy conveyed 
From Sparta. The Heavens also have ordained 
The wanderer Menelaus shall reside 
Among the happy islands. For the gods 
To those of nobler minds no hatred bear ; 

At their command though grievous toil await 
The countless multitude. 

XIuoclv- sons of Jove 

" And Leda, I the contest will decline 
Which I at first so violently urged. 

Hoping your lovely sister to obtain, 

And my own sister’s life resolve to spare : 

Let Helen to her native shores return. 

If ’tis the will of Heaven : but be assured. 

The same high blood ye spring from with the best 
And chastest sister : hail then, for the sake 
Of Helen with a lofty soul endued, 

Such as in female bosoms seldom dwells. 

Chorus. A thousand shapes our varying fates assume 
The gods perform what least we could expect. 
And oft the things for which we fondly hoped 
Come not to pass ; but Heaven still finds a clue 
To guide our steps through life’s perplexing maze, 
And thus doth this important business end. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 


Auturgps, 

Electra, 

Orestes. 

Pylades. 


Tutor. 

Messenger. 

Castor and Pollux. 

Chorus of Myckna£an Virgins^ 


Auturgus. 

Tpiou ancient glory of this land, famed stream 
Of Inaches, thou sawst the mighty host. 

When in a thousand ships to Phrygia’s strand 
The royal Agamemnon bore the war. 

The Dardan monarch slain, the towers of Troy 
And the proud city levelled with the ground, 

To Argos he returned, and many spoils 
From the barbarians rent triumphant fixed 
In the high temples. There his toils were crowned 
With conquest ; but by Clytemnestra’s wiles, 

His wife, and by ^gisthus’ murdering hands, 

Son of Thyestes, in his house he died ; 

Leaving the ancient sceptre, from the hand 
Of Tantalus to him derived, he fell. 

And now ^gisthus lords it o’er the land, 

His royal throne possessing, and his wife. 

Daughter of Tyndarus. He, when for Troy 
He sailed, his son Orestes in his house 
And young Electra’s budding beauties left, 

Orestes, by .^gisthus marked for death, 

The guardian of his father’s youth by stealth 
To Strophius bore, that in the Phocian land 
He might protect him. In her father’s house 
Remained Electra : her, when youth’s warm bloom 
Glowed on her cheek, the high-born chiefs of Greece 
In marriage sought : through fear lest she should bear 
To any Argive sons that might revenge 
The death of Agamemnon, in the house 
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JEgisthus held her, and repulsed the suit 
Of ev’ry wooer. But his gloomy fears 
Still prompting that by stealth she might bearsom 
To one of noble lineage, he resolved 
To kill her; but her mother, thoiigfi her soul 
Was fierce and ruthless, saved her from his hands; 
She for her husband’s murder had some [dea 
To urge, but dreaded from her childom’s blood 
Public abhorrence. Then trained 

These villainous designs : he oherc<l i;()id, 

The son of Agamemnon, from this land 
Escaped, whoe’er would kill ; to me espiiused 
Pie gives Electra; from iMycome sprung 
My parents, thus far no reproach ts inine, 

My race illustrious, but m,)t blest witii wealth, 
And poverty obscures my nol)le birth. 

To one thus sunk he gave her, that his fi-ars 
Might likewise sink; tor should she wfsl a. man 
Whose high rank gives him lustre, hv. mif;ht rouse 
The murder of her father, sle(‘piiig_ now, 

And vengeance then might on /Plgisthus fall. 

Yet, Venus be my witness, by iny touch 
She hath not been dishonourt-d ; she is still 
A virgin. In my humhh‘ state I s<’iun 
Such insult to the daughters ot tin* gieat, 

I grieve too for Orestes, hapless yi»uth, 

To me in words allied, should he return 
To Argos, and behold ins .siiUer phu-ed 
In marriage so unworthy tjf Iwv lurilu 
This some may deem a folly, to u*ceive 
A virgin in my house, and touch h^r m U ; 

But let such know that by disttutml rules 
They measure continence, th(*uis<’lvcs dcpiaved 

EuKcrRA, Aulumu::;. 

Ekc/ra. 0 dark-browed Night, nur.se of the ' tars, 

In thee this vase sustaining an my head 
I to the flowing river bend my step!* 

(Not by necessity to this enmf wiled, 

But to the gods to show the im»olcat wrori,;^ 

I suffer from Jsgisthtis), and nty giiels 
For my lost father to the wide cjiimt 
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Of ether breathe : for from the royal house 
Me my destructive mother hath driven forth, 

To gratify her husband : having borne 
T’ ^Egisthus other children, she hath made 
Me and Orestes outcasts from the house. 

Auiur. Why wilt thou thus, unhappy lady, toil. 

For my sake bearing labours, nor desist 

At my desire? Not thus hast thou been trained. 

Electra. Thee equal to the gods I deem my friend; 

For in my ills thou hast not treated me 
With insult. In misfortunes thus to find. 

What I have found in thee, a gentle power 
Lenient of grief, must be a mighty source 
Of consolation. It behoves me then. 

Far as my power avails, to ease thy toils. 

That lighter thou mayst feel them, and to share 
Thy labour, though unbidden : in the fields 
Thou hast enough of work ; be it my task 
Within to order well. The lab’rer, tired 
Abroad, with pleasure to his house returns. 
Accustomed all things grateful there to find. 

Autur. Go then, since such thy will : nor distant far 

I'he fountain from the house. At the first dawn 
My bullocks yoked I to the field will drive, 

And sow my furrows : for no idle wretch, 

With the gods always in his mouth, can gain 
Without due labour the support of life. 

Ork!5tes, Pvlades. 

Orestes. O Pylades, thee first of all mankind 
Faithful and friendly I c.steem ; alone 
Hast thou received Ore.stes, held me high 
In thy dear love, thus with misfortunes pressed 
And suff’ring, as I suTer, dreadful ills. 

Wrought by /ligisthu.s, who.se accursed hand, 

And my dc.structive mother joined her aid, 

Murdered my father. But the Argivc soil, 
Gomman<k!d by the god’s oracular voice, 

No mortal conscious to my steps, I tread, 

Hi.s murder on hi.s murd’rers to avenge. 

I'hi.s night my father’s tomb have I approached, 
Poured the warm tear, presented my shorn locks. 
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And offered on the pyre the victim’s blood, 

Secret from those who lord it o er this land. 

The walls I enter not, a double charge 
At once emprising; to the Argive bounds 
I come, that by the tyrant’s spies if known 
I to another’s realms may soon retire ; 

And seek my sister ; for they say that here 
In marriage joined she dwells, a virgin now 
No more : with her I would hold t-tawinse, her 
Take my associate in this ilced, ami learn 
All that hath passed within the walls. Hut now, 
For now the grey morn opes hei latliant ine, 

Retire we from this public path : iieirhanre 
Some ploughman, or some leiaale slave, from 
whom 

We may gain knowledge, may in siglit a[)i)ear. 

And see, a female slave, her tresM-s shorn, ^ 

Bears from the spring her vase ; sit we awhile, 

And question her, if haply from her words 
We may learn aught for which we hither came. 

Ei.ectka. 

Sirop/te. 

Begin, begin, for this tlie hour, 

The mournful intsasiires weeping iumr. 

Is there a wretch like me on earth? 

The royal Agamemnon gave mo liitih, 

My mother Clytemnestru shame 
Fall cm that odkms name ! 

And me each tongue within Myerm.e’.s walls 
Th’ unhappy, lost MleiHa eails. 

My soul to grief a prt:y. 

My hated life in anguish wast«-s away ; 

My tears for thee, my fatlier, flow, 

For in the shades below, 

By cursed Aigisthus and his hiub’rous wife - 
Ah me, ah me, niy miseries ! - 
Basely deprived of life, 

The royal Agamemnon lies. 

Yet once more xme the tearful .strain, 

The sweetly-moumful measures soollie my pain. 
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Antistrqp^ie. 

Begin, begin, for this the hour, 

X he niouiniul members weeping pour» 
Unhappy brother, in what state, 

What lK)iise is cruel servitude thy fate, 

'I’hy sister, in those rooms confined 
Once l)y her sire assigned 
The chaste retirement of her happier years, 

Thy wretdied sister left to tears, ’ 

'fears whicli incessant flow 
From the deep anguish of severest woe? 

0 mayst tlmu come (O Jove, O Jove, 

Hear Irom thy throne above !) 

To soothe the pangs niy tortured heart that rend; 
X av(mg;e thy father basely slain, 

Mayst tliou to Argos bend 
'fhy weary, wand’ring foot agttin. 

Take from my head this vast:, that lu'gh 
May swell the iitournful nightly melody. 

Epode, 

'I'lie dismal song, the .song of death. 

To thee, my father, will I raise, 

To tliee among the shades beneath: 

So jia-ss my mournful days. 

J’ur thee my bleeding brea.st I tear, 

Ami brat my heatl, and rend my hair. 

Shorn as ati uff’ring to the dead: 

Ics, poor I'.leetni beat thy head. 

As .some bfo;ufrolling stream along, 

For his lo.'.t father turn away, 

('aurjit in the wily net a prey, 

'file iimehil «'ygnet pours the song; 

So thee, my father, 1 lament, 

Jn thy last luth deprived of breath, 

Strrtrhrd on the hed of death: 

So 1 deplore the curst intent 
Formed 'gainst (hy sad return from Troy, 

I'he keen axe furious to destroy. 

For thty no crown thy wife designed, 

No leslivc wreath thy brows to bind, 
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But the relentless trenchant sword : 

And, by her raging passions led. 

Aids the base murd’rer’s deed abhorred. 

Then takes him to her bed. 

Electiia, Chorus. 

Chorus. 

Strophe i. 

Daughter of Agamemnon, I with speed, 

Electra, to thy rustic cottage fly : 

For one, whose herds on these rude mountams feed, 

A swain, on whose good faith we firm rely. 

Came, from Mycenae came ; 

The Argives, thus he says, proclaim 
Three days of festal rites divine. 

And all the virgins haste to Juno’s shrine. 

Electra. 

Strophe 2. 

No more, my friends, the gorgeous vest. 

Which in her happier hours Electra graced. 

No more the gem in gold enchased. 

With vivid radiance sparkling on my breast, 

Delight my mind : my feet no more 
The mazy-winding dance shall tread. 

No more the train of Argive virgins lead. 

In tears, ah me ! I melt away ; 

In tears, sad solace of each wretched day, 

My ceaseless mis’ries I deplore. 

My sordid toils these locks defile. 

Around me see these vestments vile : 

Of Agamemnon’s daughter this the fate? 

Where now my father’s royal state? 

Where the proud glories of his name. 

And Troy recording sad her conqueror’s mighty famel 

Chorus. 

Antistrpphe i. 

Great is the goddess : go then, with us go ; 

Receive whate’er thy beauties may improve, 

The gold, the vests with various dyes that glow. 
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Tliinkst thoxi with tcurs th unhonourcd ^ocls to movG ? 
Not won by sighs their aid, 

But by pure vows with rev’rence paid, 

1 he gods, to crush thy foes, will send. 

And blessings on thy future days t’ attend. 

Electra. 

AntistropJie 2. 

My cries, my vows, no god will hear. 

Nor heeded they my father’s spouting gore. 

Ah me ! the murdered I deplore. 

And for the living exile pour the tear : 

He, distant from his native land. 

Wanders, poor outcast, o’er the earth. 

And seeks mean refuge at some servile hearth, 

Dragging from realm to realm his woes, 

Though m his veins the blood of monarchs flows. 

I, by op[)rcssion’s iron hand 
Driven from my father’s roy.al seat. 

Dwell in tliis low obscure retreat. 

Here waste in toils my wretched life away, 

Or o’er the rugged mountains stray ; 

Whilst, glorying in her impious deeds, 

My mother to her bed the blood-stain’d murd’rer leads. 
Chorus. Tlie sister of thy mother, Helena, 

Hath been the cause of many ills to Greece, 

And to thy house. ’ 

Eliclra. Ah me ! ye female train. 

My measures I break off; some strangers, lodged 
Nigh to the cottage, from their ambush rise. 

Ely by the jiath, 1 to the house will fly; 

Let us be swift t’ escape their ruflian hands. 

()kk.stks, I’ylades, Electra, Chorus. 

Oresles. .Stay, thou unhappy; fear not aught from me. 

Electra. 'riiee, I’hfehus, that I die not, I implore. 

Orestes. Others more hated w'ould I rather kill. 

Electra. Away, nor touch one whom thou oughtst not touch. 
Orestes. 'J’hcre is not whom more justly I may touch. 

Electra. Why with thy sword in ambush near my house? 
(hestes. .Stay, hear ; not vain thy stay thou soon shalt own. 
Electra. I stay ; the stronger thou, I in thy power. 
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Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Eiecira. 
Orestes. 
Ekdra. 
Orestes. 
Ehrtra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Electra. 
Orestes. 
Ekctra. 


Eparins thy brother’s words to thee I come. 
«kome. heya .l«s V.M 


Most welcome. J 5 rcauik.a , 

Mp lives • I first would speak what brings thee joy, 
n he thou blest for these most grateful words ! 

To both in common this I give to share. 

Where is th’ unhappy outcast wand ring now? 

He wastes his life not .suliject to one state._ 

Finds he with toil what l.le each day r«iuires? 
Not so ; but mean the wand ring exile s state. 

Blit with what mes.s.age .art thou from him chargedi 
r nquire, if living, where, thou bearst thy ^lefs. 
First then, observe my thin and wasted state. 

VvJteiwithgr^ , 

Behold my head, its cn.spcd umour.s shorn. 
Mournin"thy Virolher or thy lather dead? 

What can be dearer U, my soul than these? 

Alas ' What deemst thou tire thy brother’s thoughts! 
He' though far distant, is most dear to me. 

Why here thy dwelling Inmi the city far ? 

0 stranger, in base nuptials 1 am pmed. 

1 feel thy brother's g.nel. 1 o one of rank? 

Not as my father once to place me hoped 
That hearing I may tell thy brother; speak. 
mish!riW,se:;i.ithisldi^^^ . 

This house some digger or some, hcrdsin.in suits, 
Generous, though poor, in reverenee. me he holds, 
To thee what reverence dutli thy lutsband pay? 
He never hath presumed l’ !ipproa.;h my bed. 
Through sacred chastity, or In.ni disdtun? 
Sconiing my noble parents to disgrtiee. 

How Such nuptials feels he not a pnde? 

Him, who allied me. not my lord he deems. 
Thinking Orestes might revenge the wrong? 
This too he fettrs ; yet mothtst is his mmd 
A rencrous mani aiul wlm inrrUs inuUL 
If to bis house the absent e'er returns. 

But this tkbastimrnl eouhl thy mother brook? 
Their husbands, not their children, wives, regtitd. 
Why did Mgislhus offer thus base wiong? 

Thus placing me, he wishetl my dnlthen v,eaL 
That from thee no avengers miglit arise, 

For this design mty vengeance on him fall. 



Electra i6y 

Orestes. That yet thou art a virgin doth he know ? 

Electra. He knows it not. This undisclosed we hold. 

Orestes. Are these, who hear us, faithful, and thy friends ? 

Elect ra. Never thy words or mine will they disclose. 

Orestes. What should Orestes do, if he return ? 

Eiect/a. Caiist thou ask this ? How base. The time now 
calls 

Orestes. But how thy father’s murd’rers should he slay ? 

Electra. Daring to do what they, who slew him, dared. 

Orestes. Couldst thou, with him, thy mother bear to kill ' 

Electra. With the same axe, by which my father fell. 

Orestes. This may I tell him, and thy soul resolved ? 

Electra. My motluu-’.s blood first shedding, might I die ! 

Orestes. O, were Orestes nigh, to hear these words ! 

Electra. If seen, I .should not know him, stranger, now. 

Orestes. No wonder, fur when parted both were young." 

Electra. Nor liy uiy friends, save one, would he be known 

Orestes. Who bore him, as they say, by stealth from death? 

Electra. The aged guanlian of my father’s youth. 

Orestes. Was thy tlead father honoured with a tomb ? 

Electra. As he was honoured, from the house cast forth. 

Orestes. Alas the barbarous deed ! A sense of ills, 

Which .stran;,;ers suffer, wounds the human heart, 
liut speak, that to tliy brother I may bear, 

By thee informed, words which perchance may wound 
l lis ear, but which concerns him much to know. 
Those, who liave knowledge, feel the tender touch 
Of pity, not th’ unknowing; yet to know 
Too much is iifi the hitler source of grief. 

Chorus. My soul is with the .same desire inflamed. 

For, from the city (.iistant, nought I know 
Of the ills there ; I wi.sh to be informed. 

Electra. I would speak, if I might ; and to a friend 
May I not speak my sulfring father’s wrongs, 

And mint;? Hut, stranger, since to this discourse 
T'hou dost enforce me, 1 conjure thee tell 
Orestes his calamitieij, and mine. 

T'cll him in what mean garb thou seest me clad, 

Flow sordid, and beneath what lowly roof, 

Born as I wa.s to royalty, I lodge. 

I, labouring at the kiom the lengthened robe, 

Shall want the vest to clothe my nakedness : 
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And bearing water from the flowing fount, 

No moS paW of the feast, no more 
Mvself a virgin, ’midst the virgin tmm 
Leading the dance, to them 1 bid .ulieu, 

To Castor also bid adieu, to whom, 

Ere to the gods advanced, I was betrothed, 

L from the same illustrious lineage spmng. ^ 
Meantime my mother ’midst the I'lirygun spoils 
Sits on her throne, the Asiatic dames. 

Made by my father’s conquest slav.-s, atti nd 
Her state, their rich Itlaian vests eo.ilme.l 
m clasps of gold, my fathers i-lodded gore 
Yet putrid in the house ; ami the sanu c at. 

In which my father rode, his wurdiTer mounts 
The sceptre, ensign of his kingly sway ^ 

O’er Greece in arms confederate he with iiricle 
Grasps in his bloody ha.uis I he imman-h s tomb 
Unhonoured nor libations hath reemved. 

Nor myrtle bough ; no liallowed oinaim nt 
Hath dignified the pyre. Intiamed with wine 
My mother’s hmsbaiid. the lilustnons lord 
For so they call him, tramples nn the earth 
Insultingly where Agaim-ninon lies ; 

And hurling ’gainst his nuimuneut^ a s mne.^ 

Thus taunts us witli proud sm n n ; \\ heie i.s thy son, 

Orestes where ? Right noble is thy tuiub 
Protected by his pre.scnre," 1 hi is he murks 

The ab-sent : but, O stranger, tel! bun tins, 




Suppliant 1 beg thee. Manv give the ... 

And I interpret it; my hands, luy loigpie, 

My mind desponding with its gn--!, mv head 
Shorn of its tresses, ami his l.ah-r. .shame, 
Base shame it were if, when Ins taih-i •. ami 
Subdued the Trojans, he sh-mhi wain ih- pmver 
Alone to hurl his vengeams' <,n one man, 

Now in youth’-s prime, uml from u mdder sue. 

Chonis. But .sec, the man, thy Imsbimd. to Ins toils 
Giving a rc.spite, Imstens to his house, 

AUTURCtJ.S, Et.HCTRA, ClRMStl's, rvi.MU'S, t ItoRUS. 

Antiir. Ha! who these strangi-r-., whom betme my duon 
I see? Why come they to lhr.se uistic gates? 
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Of me aught want they ? With young men to stand 
Abroad, a woman’s honour ill beseems. 

Eilectra.^ Thou faithful friend, let no suspicion touch 

Thy mind : their converse truly shalt thou know. 
These by Orestes charged, are come to me. 

Strangers, forgive what he hath said amiss. 

Auhtr. What say they ? Lives he ? Is he yet a man ? 
Electra. He lives, they say, and spealc what wins my faith. 
Avtur. Remembers he his father, and thy wrongs ? 

Electra. This lives in hope : an exile’s state is weak. 

Autur. What from Orestes come they to relate ? 

Electra. He sent them secret to observe my ills. 

Atitur. Some they behold, and some thou mayst relate. 
Electra. They know them, of each circumstance informed. 
Autur. Then long ago my lowly doors to them 

Should have been opened. Enter ye the house ; 

And for your welcome tidings you shall share 

Such hospitable viands as the stores 

Of my poor mansion yield. You, who attend, 

What for their journey needful they have brought 
Bear in : nor you refuse j for you are come 
Friends to a friendly man ; poor though I am, 

A sordid spirit never will I show. 

Orestes.^ Now by the gods, is this the man who holds 
Thy marriage in such holy reverence. 

Scorning to do Orestes shameful wrong? 

Electra. The poor Electra’s husband this is called. 

Orestes. Nature hath giv’n no outward mark to note 
The generous mind : the qualities of men 
To sense are indistinct. I oft have seen 
One of no worth a noble father shame. 

And from vile parents worthy children spring. 
Meanness oft grov’llmg in the rich man’s mind. 

And oft exalted spirits in the poor. 

How then discerning shall we judge aright? 

By riches ? Ill would they abide the test ; 

By poverty? On poverty awaits 

This ill, through want it prompts to sordid deeds ; 

Shall we pronounce by arms ? But who can judge. 

By looking on the spear, the dauntless heart ? 

Such judgment is fallacious ; for this man, 

Nor great among the Argives, nor elate 
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vv^ith the proud honours of ^ 

I»lebeian, hath approved his Hberal heart. 

you not then learn whose minds 

:Brror with false presentmeirxts leads astray? 

Win you not learn by mantx^^rs and by deeds 
-Xo judge the noble ? Sucti discharge their trust 
With honour to the state, arxd to their house : 
^ytere flesh, without a spirit, ig ^o more 
Xtian statues in the forum. : 

I>oth the strong arm the da.xxg’rous shock abide 
3Vi:ore than the weak : on natiare this depends, 
jVnd an intrepid mind. Bixt we accept 
Thy hospitable kindness : for the son 
Of Agamemnon, for whose sake we come, 

Tresent or not, is worthy : to this house 
Oo, my attendants ; I must enter it : 

This man, though poor, more cheerful than the rich 
T^eceives me ; to his kindness thanks are due. 
IVlore would it joy me if tlxy brother, blest 
Himself, could lead me to Ixis prosperous house ; 
Yet haply he may come ; tbt’ oracular voice 
Of Phoebus firmly will be ra.tified : 

Lightly of human prophecies I deem. 

[Orestes and Ms aitendants enter the kousi, 
Chorus. Ne’er till this hour, Electra, were our hearts 

So warmed with joy : for fortune now perchance, 
Though slow in her advance, may firmly stand. 
EUcircz* Why, thou unhappy, of ttky humble house 
Knowing the penury, wouldst thou receive 
Such guests, of rank superior to thine owm ? 

AuiuT-^ Why not ? If they are noble, so their port 
IDenotes them, will they not alike enjoy 
Contentment, be their viamcis mean or rich ? 
Elecircr.. Since thou hast done wlxnt suits not thy low state, 
To my loved father’s aged guardian go ; 

Te near the river Tanus, wbich divides 
The realms of Argos from tbe Spartan land, 

^n outcast from the city, leads his herds ; 

Entreat him to attend thee to thy house, 
Supplying what may entertain thy guests. 

He will rejoice, presenting^ to the gods 

His vows, when he shall beax the son, preserved 
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By him, yet lives ; for from my father^s house 
We from my mother nothing should receive ; 

And bitter were the tidings, should she learn, 

What most would grieve her, that Orestes lives. 
'Autur, These words, since such thy pleasure, I will bear 
To the old man. But enter thou the house 
With speed, and all things set in order there ; 

For many things a woman, be her thoughts 
Intent, may find to form the grateful feast ; 

And in the house such plenty yet remains, 

As for one day may well supply their wants. 

Yet on such subjects when my thoughts are turned, 

I deem of wealth as having mighty power 
To give the stranger welcome, and to aid 
Tlie body when afflicted with disease ; 

But of small moment to the daily food 
Which nature craves ; for to supply her wants 
An equal measure serves the rich and poor. 

Chorus. 

Strophe i. 

Ye gallant ships, that o'er the main 
Rushed with innumerous oars. 

Dancing amidst the Nereid train 
To Troy’s detested shores, 

Your dark-beaked prows, whilst wanton round 
The pipe enamoured dolphins bound, 

The son of Thetis pleased to guide 
Achilles, leaping on the strand 
(With Agamemnon’s martial band), 

Whcjre Simois rolls his tide. 

Antistrophe i. 

The Nereids left th’ Euboean shore, 

And arms divinely bright 
For Vulcan’s golden anvils bore : 

O’er Pelion’s rocky height, 

O'er sacred O.ssa’s wood-crowned brow, 

Which shows the nymphs the plains below, 

They pas.sed, the warlike father where 
Th’ heroic son of Thetis bred, 

The pride of Greece, by glory led 
Th' Atridae's toils to share* 
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Strophe 2. 

One, who the spoils of Troy had shared, 

I saw in Nauplia’s port, and raptured hung, 

O son of Thetis, on his tongue. 

Whilst he the glories of thy shield declared ; 

On its bright orb what figures rise, 

Terrific to the Phrygian’s eyes : 

Grasping the Gorgon’s head, the verge around, 

With waving wings his sandals bound, 

A sculptured Perseus rises o’er the main ; 

Protector of the pastured plain, 

Hermes, the messenger of Jove, 

Seems with the favoured chief his golden wings to move, 

Aniisirophe 2. 

Full in the midst the orb of day 
In all its radiance blazes throtigh the sky ; 

The fiery coursers seem to fly, 

And silent rolling o’er the ethereal way 
The stars refulgent through the niglit. 

To Hector’s eyes a dreadful sight ; 

High on the helmet Sphinxes glow in gold. 

Who, whilst their prey their talons hold, 

In triumph seem their barb’rous song to pour 
The richly burnished hauberk o’er ; 

Breathing fierce flames, with horrid speed 
The dire Chimaera springs to seize Pirene’s steed- 

JEpode. 

Dreadful the blood-stained s|>car ; the car 
Four coursers whirl amidst the war, 

Behind them clouds of dust bhutk -risittg loll 
Such martial chiefs the monarch led ; 

Yet by a hand accursed he hied, 

By his wife’s hand : her noble hlitod 
From the rich streams of Tyndarus flowed, 

But deeds of horror darken on her soul. 

Yet may the gods’ avenging power 
On thee their righteous furjj shower ; 

Yet may thy neck the falchion wound, 

Yet may I see thy blood distain the ground I 
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Old Tutor, Electra, Chorus. 

Tutor, Where is my honoured mistress, my loved child, 
Daughter of Agamemnon, once my charge ? 

Steep to her house and difficult th' ascent ; 

With pain my age-enfeebled feet advance, 

Yet laboring onwards with bent knees I move 
To seek my friends. O daughter, for mine eyes 
Before the house behold thee, I am come, 

Bringing this tender youngling from my fold, 

These garlands, from the vases these fresh curds, 
And this small flask of old and treasured wine 
Of grateful odour ; scanty the supply, 

Yet, with aught weaker if allayed, the cup 
Will yield a grateful bevVage. Let one bear 
Into the house these presents for thy guests. 

I with these tattered vests meanwhile will wipe 
Mine eyes, for they are wet with gushing tears. 

Electra* Why, good old man, thus wet thy tearful eyes ? 
After this length of time dost thou recall 
The memory of my ills ? or mourn the flight 
Of poor Orestes, or my father's fate, 

Whom, in thy hands sustaining, once thy care 
Nurtured, to thee and to thy friends in vain? 

Tuto?\ In vain : but this my soul could not support ; 

For to his tomb, as on the way I came, 

I turned aside, and falling on the ground. 

Alone and unobserved, indulged my tears ; 

Then of tlie wine, brought for thy stranger guests, 
Made a libation, and around the tomb 
Placed myrtle branclies ; on the pyre I saw 
A sable ewe, yet fresh the victim’s blood, 

And clust’ring auburn locks shorn from some head : 
I marvelled, O my child, what man had dared 
Appr(.)ach the tomb, for this no Argive dares : 
Perchance with secret step thy brother came, 

And paid tliese honours to his father's tomb. 

But view these locks, compare them with thine own, 
Whether like thine their colour : nature loves 
In those who from one father draw their blood 
In many points a likeness to preserve. 

Electra* Unworthy of a wise man are thy words, 

If thou canst think that to Mycenae’s realms 
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My brother e’er with secret step will come, 

Fearing iFgisthus : then between our locks 
What can th’ agreement be ? To manly toils 
He in the rough palastra hath been trained, 

Mine by the comb are softened ; so that hence 
Nothing may be inferred : besides, ohi man, 
Tresses like-coloured often mayst them find 
Where not one drop of kindred ])lood is shared. 
Tutor. Trace but his footsteps, mark tif impression, see 
If of the same dimensions with thy icet. 

Elecira. How can tlf impression of his foot be left 
On hard and rocky ground? I>ut were it so, 
Brother and sister never can havo hiut 
Of like dimensions: larger is the man's. 

TutoK But hath thy brother, shoiihl ho ( (inus no vest 

Which thou wouldstknow, tho toxiuro of thy hands, 
In which, when snatched from dcsith, he was arrayed? 
Ekcira. Knowst thou not, when my breahor from this land 
Was saved, I was but young But woii- his vests 
Wrought by my hands, tiusn, infant as he was, 
How could he now, in his maturer a'.;e, 

Be in the same arrayed, unless his vests 
Grew with his persorfs growili ? No ; at the tomb 
Some stranger, touched with pity, .slusared his locks, 
Or native, by the tyrant’s spies unmarked. 

Tutor. Where are the.se strangers ? I would s(‘e them : much 
Touching thy brother wish I to inquire, 

Ekcira. See, from tho house with iKist’ning stc|") they come. 

Orestes, Pvlades, Electha, Tutor, Ghoiuis* 

Tutor. Their port is noble: but tlf (‘xterior form 
Oft cheats the eye ; many of nobh* port 
Are base: yet will I bid the .siran;,a*rs hail. 

Orestes. Hail, hoary sire I Elect ra, of what friend 
Doth chance present us tin: revtaaai remains? 
Ekctra. The guardian, strangens, of my fatlier'.s yinilh 
Orestes. Is this the man wht) bore thy In other hence? 
Ekctra. The man who saved him this, if yet Iti: lives, 
Orestes. Whj/ doth he scan me witli tliat cnuhnis e}'e, 

As if inspecting some briglit impress marked 
' On silver? Some resembkuKa? thah he trarej:? 
Ekcira. In thee he pleased may mark my brtither’s years. 
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.^Orestes. A much-loved man. Why wheels he round me 
thus? 

Electra. I too am struck with wonder, seeing this. 

My dear, my honoured child, address the gods 
Electra. For what? Some absent, or some present good? 

To hold the treasure, which the god presents. 

Electra. See, I address the gods : what wouldst thou say ? 
Sutor. Look now on him, my child, that dearest youth. 
Electra. I feared before thy senses were not sound 
Tutor. My sense not sound, when I Orestes see ! 

Electra. Why speakest thou what all my hopes exceeds ? 
'Titor. In him beholding Agamemnon’s son. 

Electra. What mark hast thou observed, to win my faith ? 
Tutor. That scar above his eyebrow, from a fell 
Imprinted deep, as in his father’s house 
He long ago, with thee, pursued a hind. 

Electra. I see the mark remaining from his fall. 

Tutor. Why the most dear delayst thou yet t’ embrace 
Electra. No longer now will I delay : the marks 
By thee discovered are persuasive proofs. 

O thou at length returned, beyond my hopes 
Thus I embrace thee. 

Orestes. And my arms at last 

Thus fondly clasp thee. 

Electra. This I never thought ; 

Orestes. Nor could I hope it. 

Electra. Art thou he indeed ? 

Orestes. Alone to thee in firm alliance joined, 

If well this net, my present task, I draw. 

' Electra. I am assured ; or never must we more 

Believe that there are gods, if impious wrongs 
Triumphant over justice bear the sway. 

Chorus. Yes, thou art come, O ling’ring day. 

At length art come, and beaming bright 
Sliowst to Mycenm’s state his glorious light, 

Who, from his father’s palace chased, 

A wretched wand’rer long disgraced, 

Cheers us with his returning ray. 

Some god, some god, my royal friend, 

Back our own radiant victory leads. 

Raise then thy hands, and to the skies 
Let for thy brother suppliant vows arise, 
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That, as with daring foot he treads, 

Success, success may on his steps attend, 

Orestes, So may it be. With joy thy dear embrace 
I now receive : at length the time will come 
When it shall be repeated. But, old man, 

Tor opportune thy coming, tell me now 
What I shall do on the base murd’rer’s head, 

And on my mother’s, who impurely shares 
His nuptial bed, t’ avenge my father’s death. 

Have I no friend at Argos ? not one left 
Benevolent? Are, with my fortunes, all 
Entirely lost ? To whom shall I apply ? 

Doth the night suit my purpose, or the day? 

Or which way shall I turn against my foes ? 

Tutor, Amidst thy ruined fortunes, O my son, 

* Thou hast no friend. Where shall the man be found 
Prompt in a prosp’rous or an adverse state 
Alike to share ? But learn this truth from me, 

For of thy friends thou wholly art bereft, 

Nor doth e’en hope remain ; in thine own hand 
Now, and in fortune, thou hast all wherewith 
To gain thy father’s house and regal state. 

Orestes, What shall we do t’ effect this glorious end? 
Tutor, ^gisthus and thy mother thou must kill. 

Orestes. For that I come : but how obtain that crown? 
Tutor, Thou canst not enter, if thou wouldst, the walls. 
Orestes, With guards defended, and with spear-armed hands? 
Tutor, Ay ; for he fears thee, nor untroubled sleeps. 
Orestes. Well ; let thine age some counsel then impart. 
Tutor. Hear me ; this now hath to my thought occuned 
Orestes. Mayst thou point out and I perceive some good! 
'^utor, I saw ^gisthus, hither as I came. 
resies, I am attentive to thee : in what place? 
htor. Near to those meadows where his coursers feed, 
^restes. What doing? Hope arises from despair. 

:utor, A feast, it seems, preparing to the Nymphs. 
Orestes, Grateful for children born, or vows for more? 
Tutor. I know but this, the victims were prepared. 
Orestes. With him what men? Or with his slaves alone 
Tutor. No Argive there, but his domestic train. 

Orestes, Is there who would discover me, if seen ? 

Tutor. No : these are slaves who never saw thy face. 
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Oresies, To me, if I prevail, they might be friends. 
j^tor. Such the slave's nature : but this favours thee. 

Orestes. How to his person near shall I approach ? 

Tutor. Beneath his eye pass when the victims bleed. 

Orestes. That way, it seems, some pastured fields are his. 
Tutor. That he may ('all thee to partake the feast. 

Orestes. A bitter guest, if so it please the gods. 

Tutor, Then, as tif occasion points, thy measures form. 
Orestes. Well hast tluni saiii. But where my mother now? 
Tutor, At Argos ; hut the feast she soon will grace. 

Orestes, Why not logtahm' with Irer husband come? 

Tutor, Dreading the p(‘ 0 |)lc’s just reproach, she stayed. 
Orestes. She knows then the suspicions of the state? 

■Tutor. She does : the impious woman all abhor, 

\ Orestes. .How tiicn logetluu- shall I slay them botli? 

Ekctra. I will form imsisurtis for my mother’s deatlu 
Orestes, Fortum; shall |»uide them to a good event. 

Electra. May she in this l>e aiding to us botli ! 

[Orestes. It sliall he so : hut what dost thou devi.se? 
lElectra. I’o ( 'lyttminestra go, old man, and say 
To a malt* ehild Isleetra hath giv'n birth. 

[Tutor. That slu; long sima-, or lately bore this child? 
Electra. Tell luu* tlu; days re(|uire the histral rites. 

'■Orestes. And how tliy rnollier’s death doth this effect? 
[Electra. Hearing my ehild-bed illness, she will come. 

■■Tutor. She liath no tendcrru;ss for tliee, my child. 

Electra, Nay, my parturient honours she will weep. 

Tutor. PtTdiaiu'c slu* may : but brief tliy purpose speak. 
Electra, Death, certain dealli awaits her, if she comes. 

Tutor, Within tht;st; gatt'S tium let her set her feet. 

Mectra. ^(nm to tlu* gates of Pluto shall she turn, 

Jutor, Miglit I S(;e tins with pleasure I would di(^ 

Electra. Fir.st tluai, old man, <‘onduct him to tiie place. 
\Tutor. The hallowtui vitiim.s where /Kgi.sihn.s slays? 
plectra, Hum meet my mother, and relate my words. 

Tutor, lliat slu; shall tliink them Uttered by tliy lips. 
plectra. Now is tliy task : by thee he first must bleed. 
lOrestes. Hiul 1 a guide, this instant would I go. 

"futoK Thy sleeps with re^iidy ami I will direct. 

Wresies. Ood of my country, god of vengeance, Jove ! 

0, pity us ! Our suferings pity claim. 
plectra. Pity us, for our race from thee we draw 
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Orestes, And thou, whose altars at Mycence blaze, 
Imperial Juno, give us victory, 

If in a righteous cause we ask thy aid 1 

Elecfra, O, give us to avenge otir father’s ch^atli ! 

Orestes. And thou, my father, who bruu‘ath the earth 
Hast thy dark dwelling, through unlioly deeds-- 
And thou, 0 Earth, to whom I stretch my hands, 
Great queen— protect thy diildrtm, O protect 
Thy most dear children : conu!, and with liiec brb 
To aid our cause, each might}- <h,*ad, that shook 
The spear with thee, and witii tlicu contjuored Troyj 
Hearst thou, so foully l>y my motiuu' wronged, 
And all, the irnidous nmrdercrri uho abhor? 

Ekctra. All this, 1 know, my fatiu*r iuairs ; hut now 

The time demands thee. < lo ! by thy hold hand, 
I charge thee, let the vilt* Hg Jsdnis die : ’ 

For in the fatal contest shouldst thou fall, 

My life too ends^ nor say thou that I live, 

For I will plunge the sworti into my thnat 
This go I to prepare. If glad irptiri 
Of thy success arrive, then all thr house 
Shall echo to my joy : hut slumldist tiuni di,.‘ 

All otherwise. Thou hearst what I resolve. 

Orestes, I know it all, 

E/ectra. In this behoves lie e much 

To be a man. Ve woinetg let yt>ur voice 
Give .sigtial, like a llaming heai'on, how 
The contest eiuk: 1 will keep watch within, 
Holding the keen swoni muly in my haiuls ; 

For never shall my body Inua my foes, 

If I must full, indecent iiutrage 

Cwnnm. 

5/fv^/d'c I. 

Tim Argive nuniulaiiis ntuiu!, 

^MongKi tales of aut:ienf ilays 
From age to age reeoriled, dtis tetriam.i ; 

Tuned to metlithious lays 
Pan taught km pipe* hs souml, 

And as he lireailmd the .nprighily swelling .haini, 
The beautcoiii mm with tleeec of gold, 
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God of shepherds on he drove. 

I'he herald from the rock above 
Proclaims, Your monarch’s wonders to behold, 
Wonders to sight, from which no terrors flow, 

Go, M’ycenieans, to th’ assembly go.” 

With rev’rencc tliey obey the call, 

And fill tlfi Atricke’s spacious hall 

An/isf/v/)/ie x. 

Its gates with gold o’erlaid 
Wiilc oped cncli Argive shrine, 

And from tlu? altars hallowtsl flames arise ; 

Anii<lst the rites divine, 
joyinxt; the 'Muse to aid, 

Breatluai tfir Ijiisk ]>ipo its swetet notes to tlie skies; 
Arciirdant to the luru'rul strain 
Swelled t}u‘ loud ac('laiining voice, 

Now witli 'I'liyteUes to nijoiec: 

Ih‘, all on fir(‘ th(‘ glorious prixe to gain, 

With sta'rrt love tiu^ wife of Atreus won, 

And thus the shitiing wonder niacie his own; 
1'heai to Ih’ assenihly vaunting cried, 

“ Mine is the rich RanPs golden pride/’ 

I'hcn, oh then, indignant Jove 
Bade the bright sun Ixickward move. 

And the gedden orb of day, 

And the morning's orient ray : 

Glaring o’er tiu* w«‘st(.‘rn sky 
llnrh'd his ruddy lightnings fly: 

(Icnids, no more to fall in rain, 

Northward roll tlieir deepening train: 
Lil)yan Ammon’s thirsty seat, 

’Widii‘red with llic scorching heat, 

I’-eels showers nor heavenly dews 
Grateful moLstun! round diffuse. 

Antis imp he 2. 

Fante hath said (hut light I hold 

What the voice of fame hath told) 

Hiiit the sun, retiring far, 
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Backward rolled his golden car, 

And his vital heat withdrew, 

Sick’ning man’s bold crimes to view. 

Mortals, when such tales they hear. 

Tremble with a holy fear. 

And th’ offended gods adore : 

She, this noble pair who bore. 

Dared to murder, deed abhorred ! 

This forgot, her royal lord. 

Clwnis. Ah me, ah me ! Heard you a noise, my friends? 
Or doth imagination startle me 
With vain alarms ? Not indistinct the sounds, 
T.iVp Jove’s low-mutt’ring thunde.r, roll along. 
Come from the house, revered I'lhsdra, come. 

I'h.KCTKA, CnoKUS. 

Ekctra. What hath befall’n, my frieiui.s, what danger comes? 
Chorus. This only know I, death is in that tioise. 

Eledra. I heard it, distant, yet it reached my ear. 

Chorus. The sound comes rolling from alar, yet plain. 
Ekcira. Comes from an .•\rgive, or my friends, the groan? 
Chorus. I know not: for confused tin: voices rise. 

Ekctra. This must to me he de:ith ; why then delay? 
Chorus. Forbear; that clear thou mayst thy Aatunes know, 
Ekctra. No: we are wuKpii.slKal : none with tidings coma 
Chorus. They will : not light t’ effect ;i monarch's death. 

Me.s.skni;kr, Ki,kctka, Ciiuuu.s. 

Mess. To you, ye virgins of Myceme, joy 

I bring; to all his friends my mess.ige speaks; 
Orestes is victorious, on the ground 
iEgisthus, Ag:mie.nnuin's imird'rer, lies. 

Behoves you then address th' immortal gods, 
Ekch-a. And who art thou? How wilt thou prove th; 
truth ? 

Mess. Thy brother’s servant knowst thou not in me? 
Ekctra, O thou most welcome, through my fears 1 scara 
Distinguished thee: I recogni/e thee now. 

What, is my father'.^ hated murd'ter dead? 

Mess. Twice, what thou wishes!, 1 his tle;ith announce. 
Chorus, All-seeing justice, thou at length art come. 
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Ekdra, Wbat was tlu; nuitunttr of his death ? How fell 
This vile soil of 'riiyestes ? I would know. 

Mess^ Departing from this house, the level road 

We entered soon, marked liy the chariot-wheel 
On cither side. My(,!eiKe's noble king 
Was there, amidst his gardcuis with fresh streams 
Irriguous walking, and the tender boughs 
Of myrtU^s, fur a wreath to bind his head, 

He cropt. I lo s;iw us ; he addressed us thus 
Aloud: “Hail, strangers! Who are ye, and whence, 
Conic from what (tountry?” 'Fhen Orestes said, 
“I'hcssalians, vit'iims to Olympian Jove 
We, at the str(\-un of Alpheus, go to slay.” 

I'he king rt'pliod, “Be iu)w my guests, and share 
The feast with me; a bullock to the Nymphs 
I sacrifu't' ; at monds first dawn arise, 

Hien you shall go : but tmter now my house.” 

''J’hus as bespoke, he took us by the hand. 

And led us nothing loth : beneath his roof, 

Soon as we cauu‘, he bade his slaves prepare 
Baths for the strangers, that the altars nigli, 

Ik’side the lustral ewers, they miglit stand : 

Orestes then, “ With lavers from the pure 
And living stream we lately have been cleansed ; 

But with thy citi/.ens these rites to share, 

If straiigt*rs are permitted, we, O king, 

Arc^ reaiiy, to tliy hospitable feast 

Nothing avijrse.” The. converse here had end. 

I'heir sperars, with which tliey guard the king, aside 
Tlf atteiiilants laid ; and to their office all 
Applied lh<‘ir hands: some led the victim, some 
llie basket bortt, some raised tlie flames, and placed 
Tlie cauldrijns on the hearth : the house resounds. 
Illy motherks husliaiul on the altars cast 
The salted cakes, and thus addressed his vows : 

“ Ve Nymphs that haunt the rocks, these hallowed rites 
Oft let me pay, and of my royal spouse 
Now aksent, Ixah by fortune blest as now, 

And let our foes, as now, in ruin He — , 

Thee and Orestes naming* But my lord 
Far other vows addressed, but gave his words 
No utf ranee, to regain his father^s house. 
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-<®gisthus then the sacrificing sword 
Took from the basket, from the bullock’s front 
To cut the hair, which on the hallowed fixe 
With his right hand he threw, and, as his slaves 
The victim held, beneath its shoulder plunged 
The blade ; then turning to thy brother spoke : 

“ Amongst her noble arts Thessalia boasts 
To rein the fiery courser, and with skill 
The victim’s limbs to sever. Stranger, take 
The sharp-edged steel, and show that fame reports 
Of the Thessalians truth.” The Doric blade 
Of tempered metal in his hand he grasped, 

And from his shoulders threw his graceful robe • 
Then, to assist him in the toilsome task, ^ 

Chose Pylades, and bade the slaves retire. 

The victim’s foot he held, and its white flesh, 

His hand extending, bared, and stript the hide 
Ere round the course the chariot twice could roll, 
And laid the entrails open. In his hands 
The fate-presaging parts ^gisthus took 
Inspecting : in the entrails was no lobe ; 

The valves and cells the gall containing show 
Dreadful events to him that viewed them near ; 
Gloomy his visage darkened. But my lord 
Asked whence his saddened aspect. He replied, 
Stranger, some treachery from abroad I fear ; 

Of mortal men Orestes most I hate. 

The son of Agamemnon. To my house 
He is a foe.” ‘‘Wilt thou,” replied my lord, 
“King of this state, an exile’s treachery dread? 
But that, these omens leaving, we may feast, 

Give me a Phthian for this Doric blade. 

The breast asunder I will cleave.” He took 
The steel, and cut. iEgisthus, yet intent, 

Parted the entrails ; and as low he bowed 
His head, thy brother, rising to the stroke, 

Drove through his back the pond’rous axe, and rivd 
The spinal joints* His heaving body writhed 
And quivered struggling in the pangs of death. 
The slaves beheld, and instant snatched their spears, 
Many ’gainst two contesting ; but my lord 
And Pylades with dauntless courage stood 



Electra 1 83 

Opposed, and shook their spears. Orestes then 
Thus spoke : ‘‘I come not to this state a foe, 

Nor to my servants ; but my father’s death 
I on his murd’rer have avenged. You see 
Th’ unfortunate Orestes ; kill me not, 

My kither’s old attendants.” At those words 
They all restrained their spears ; and he was knov/n 
By one grown lioary in the royal house. 

Crowns on thy brother’s head they instant placed, 
With shouts of joy. He comes, and with him 
brings 

Proof of his daring, not a Gorgon’s head, 

But, whom thou hatest, J?.gisthus; blood for blood, 
Bitter rt.^quital, on the dead is flill’n. 

Chorus. Now for th(^ dance, iny friend, thy toot prepare, 
Now with joy-enraptured tread, 

Light as the hind that seems to bound in air, 

The sprightly measures lead, 

'Fhy brother comes, and on Ins brows 
A crown Imth conquest placed: 

A wreath so glorious ne’er the victor graced 
Wlu:rc famed Alpheus flows. 

Come then, and with my choral train 
To Con<piest raise the joyful strain. 

'Sketra. O light, and them resplendent orb of day, 

I 0 earth, and night which I beheld before, 

Now I view freely, freely now I breathe, 

Now that /Lgistims, by whose murd’ring hand 
IVly father fell, is dead. Whalc’er my house 
To grace tlm liead contains, I will bring forth, 

My friends, and crown my brother’s conq’ring 
brows. 

Chorus. Whatever of ornament tliy house contains 
Bring, to grace thy brother’s head. 

My choir the dance, accorded to sweet strains 
Dear to the Muse, shall lead. 

For now our kings, whose honoured hand 
The sceptre justly swayed, 

Low in the dust tlP oppressive tyrant kid, , 

Again shall rule the land* 

Rise then, my voice, with cheerful cries,. , 
Attempered to tby triumph rise* 
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Electra, Orestes, Pylades, Chorus. 
Ekctra, O glorious victor, from a father sprung 
Victorious in th' embattled fields of Troy, 
Orestes, for thy brows receive this crown. 

From the vain contest of the lengthened course 
Thou comest not, but victorious o’er thy foe, 
iEgisthus slain, by whom thy father bled, 

And I have been undone.^ Thou too, brave youth 
Trained by a man most pious, in his toils ' 
Faithful associate, Pylades, receive 
From me this wreath ; for thine an equal share 
Of danger* Ever let me hold you blessed, 
Oresits, First, of this glorious fortune deem the gods, 
Electra, sovereign rulers ; then to me, 

The minister of fortune and tlie gods, 

Give the due praise* I come not to relate 
That I have slain Aigisthus : deeds shall speak 
For me ; a proof to all, his lifeless corse 
I bring thee : treat it as thy soul inclines : 

Cast it by rav’nous beasts to be devoured, 

Or to the birds, the children of the air, 

Fix it, impaled, a prey : the tyrant now, 
AEgisthus, is thy slave, once called thy lord* 
Ekcira. Shame checks my tongue ; yet something woulil 
speak. 

Orestes. What wouldst thou ? Speak : thy fears are vanlsM 
now. 

Electra. I fear t’ insult the dead, lest censures rise. 
Orestes. Not one of all mankind would censure thee* 
Ekctra. Hard to be pleased our city, prompt to blame. 
Orestes. Speak what thou wouldst, my sister ; for to him 
Inexpiable enmity we bear, 

Ekctra. Let me then speak ; but wlame shall I begin. 
Thy insults to recount ? With what conclude? 
Or how pursue the train of my discourse ? 

I never with the opening morn forbore 
To breathe my silent plaints, which to thy face 
I wished to utter, from my former fears 
If e’er I should be free : I now am free. 

Now, to thee living what I wished to speak, 

I will recount* Thou hast de.stroyed my hopes, 
Made me an 0'r|fimn, him and me bereft 
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Of a dear father, by no wrongs enforced. 

My mother basely wedding, thou hast slain 
The glorious leader of the Grecian arms, 

Yet never didst thou tread the fields of Troy. 

Nay, such thy folly, thou couldst hope to find 
My mother, shouldst thou wed her, nought of ill 
To thee intending : hence my father's bed 
By thee was foully wronged. But let him know 
Who with forbidden love another's wife 
Corrupts, then by^ necessity constrained 
Receives her as his own, should he expect 
IV) find that chastity preserved to him, 

Which to her former bed was not preseiwed, 

He must he wretclmcl from his frustrate hope. 

And what a life of misery didst thou lead, 

'Fhough not by thee dtuMued ill ? Thy conscious mind 
Of thy unholy nuptials felt the guilt : 

My mother knew that she an impious man 
In thee had wedded ; and, polluted both, 

'Phou hadst her fortune, she thy wickedness. 

'Mongst all the Argives, this had fame divulged, 
llie man obeys the wife, and not the wife 
Her lui.s{)and : shameful this, when in the house 
'j'he woman sovereign rules, and not the man. 

And when of children speaks the public voice 
A.S from the mother, not the father si)rung, 

To me it is unpleasing. He who weds 
A wife of higher rank and nobler blood, 

Sinks into nutlung, in her splendour lost. 

This iniih unknown, thy pride was most deceived, 
Thyself us great thou vauntedst, in the power 
Of ri<!hes vainly elevate; but these 
Are nothing, tlieir enjoyment frail and brief ; 

Nature is firm, not riches ; she remains 
ever, and triiimphiint lifts her Imad. 

But unjust wealth, which sojourns with the base, 
Glitters for itime short space, then flies away. 

1*0 women thy demeanour I slmll pass 
Unmentioned, for to speak it ill beseems 
A virgiiPs tongue ; yet 1 shall make it known 
By indistinct siiggetticm. Arrogsmee 
Swelled thy vain mind, for that the royal house 
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Was thine, and beauty graced thy perfect form. 

But be not mine a husband whose fair face 
In softness with a virgin's vies, but one 
Of manly manners ; for the sons of such 
By martial toils are trained to glorious deeds : 

The beauteous only to the dance give grace. 
Perish, thou wretch, to nothing noble formed; 
Such wast thou found, and vengeance on tiny head 
At length hath burst ; so perish all, that dare 
Atrocious deeds 1 Nor deem, though fair Inis cours: 
At first, that he hath vanquished Justice ere 
He shall have reached the goal, the end of" life. 
€^horus. His deeds were dreadful ; dreadful hath, he felt 

Your vengeance. With great power is Justice anne^ 
Orestes. So let it be. But bear this body hence. 

My slaves ; to darkness let it be consigned j 
That when my mother comes, before she feels 
The deadly stroke, she may not see the corse. 
Plectra. Forbear ; to other subjects turn we now. 

Orestes, What, from Mycense see I aid advance ? 

Mlectra, This is no friendly aid ; my mother comes. 
Orestes, As we could wish, amidst the toils she rxxns. 
Mlectra. High on her car in splendid state she comes. 
Orestes, What shall we do? Our mother shall we kill? 
Miectra, On seeing her hath pity seized thy heart ? 
Orestes, She bore me, bred me; her how shall I slay? 
Miectra. As she thy noble father slew and mine. 

Orestes, O Phoebus, wild and rash the charge tlnou gavst, 
JEtlectra. Who then are sage, if Phoebus be unwise ? 
Orestes. The charge to kill my mother : impious deed ! 
MIectra, What guilt were thine P avenge thy fatlaer’s death? 
Orestes, Now pure, my mother’s murderer I shouildfly. 
MIectra. Will vengeance for thy father be a crime ? 
Orestes, But I shall suffer for my mother’s blood. 

Miecira. To whom thy father’s vengeance then assign ? 
Orestes. Like to the gods perchance some demon spoke. 
Mlectra. What, from the sacred tripod 1 Vain sxirmise, 
Orestes, Ne’er can my reason deem this answer just. 
Mlectra. Sink not, unmanned, to weak and timorous thoiighaj 
Orestes. For her then shall I spread the fatal net ? 
Mlectra. In which her husband caught by thee was slain. 
Orestes. house I enter. Dreadful the intent : 
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Dreadful shall be my deeds. If such your will, 

Ye heavenly powers, so let it be ; to me 
A bitter, yet a pleasing task assigned. 

Clytemnkstra, Electra, Chorxjs, 

^orus. Imperial mistress of tlie Argive realms, 

Drawing from Tyiularus thy noble birth 
And sister to ih^ illustrious sons of Jove, 

Who 'midst the flaming (.;thcr dwell in stars, 

By mortals lai)'ring in the ocean waves 
In honour as tlunr grtait pnservers held, 

Hail 1 hkpial with the gods I thee nn-ere, 

Thy riches such, and su(di thy hrippy stale; 

Thy fortune, <|neen, our veneration claims. 

First from tlm ear, yv. Trojan dames, alight; 

Then take mv hatul, that 1 too may descend. 

The tem| >U‘S of the gods with Phrygian spoils 
Are richly grarccl : the,si‘, from the land of Troy 
Selected, for th(^ daughter which I lost, 

A small, but hoiu curable prize, are mine. 
pedret. Aiul may not I, for from my fathers house, 

I I am an ouUaist slave, this wretched hut 

My mean abode, tlty blest hand, mother, hold? 
lytem. My slaves are here : labour not thou for me. 

%cira. Why hast thou driven me from the house a slave? 

For when tlie house was taken, T was seized, 
j. As tlicse, an orpljan of my father reft, 
ej'/rw. Such \v<‘re the measures which thy father planned, 
Where it beseemed him Iciest, against his friends. 

For I will s[)eak (though Nvhen a \voman forms 
An ill opinion, from her tongue will flow 
Much bitterness) my wrongs from him received ; 
Tliese known, if for thy hatred thou hast cause, 
just tliat thou abhor me ; but if not, 

Why this abhorrence? Me did Tyndarus 
Give to thy father, not that I should die, 

Nor my poor children : yet he led away, 

Her nuptials with Achilles the pretence, 

To Aulis led my daughter, in whose bay 
His fltjct was stationed ; on the altar there . 

My Iphigcnia, like a blooming flower,. 
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Did he mow down. Averting hostile arms 
That threatened desolation to the state, 

Or for the welfare of his house, to save 
His other children, if for many one 
A victim he had slain, the deed had found 
Forgiveness : but for Helena, because 
She was a wanton, and his faithless wife 
Her husband could not punish, for this cause 
My daughter he destroyed ; yet for these wrongs, 
Great as they were, I had not been enraged. 

Nor had I slain my husband ; but he came, 

And with him brought the raving prophetess 
Admitted to his bed, and thus one house 
Contained two wives. Women indeed are frail, 
Nor other shall I speak ; but, this inferred, 
Whene’er the husband from his honour swerves. 
From his connubial bed estranged, the wife 
Will imitate his manners, and obtain 
Some other friend ; yet slander ’gainst our sex 
Raises her voice aloud ; while those who cause 
These trespasses, the men, no blame shall reach. 
Had Menelaus in secret from his house 
Been borne, ought I Orestes to have slain, 

To save my sister’s husband ? His son’s death 
How had thy father brooked ? And should not he, 
Who slew my daughter, die ? Was I to bear 
Patient his wrongs ? I slew him ; to that path. 
Which only I could tread, I turned my foot, 
Uniting with his foes ; for of his friends 
Against him who with me would lift the sword? 

If, that thy father not with justice died, 

Aught thou wouldst urge against me, freely speak, 

Ekcira. What thou hast said is just ; yet shame attends 
That justice ; for the wife, if aught she knows 
Of sober sense, should to her husband yield 
In all things unreluctant. If thy mind 
Dissents, nor to the measure of my speech 
Accedes, yet let my mother her last words 
Call to her memory ; let me freely speak. 

Clytem. I now repeat them, nor retract, my child. 

Ekcira, But, hearing, wilt thou not inflict some ill? 

Ciyiem, I will not; but with kindness will requite. 
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i^tra. Then I 'will speak, and preface thus my speech. 

I wish, my mother, that a better mind 

Were thine ; for excellence of form hath brought 

To thee and Helena deserved praise. 

Nature hath formed you sisters, light and vain, 

Of Castor much unworthy. She was borne 
Away, and by her own consent undone ; 

Thou hast destroyed the noblest man of Greece : 

Thy daughter’s death thy pretext, thou hast slain 
Thy husband ; l)ut so well as I none knows, 

Before it was decreed that she should die, 

Whilst from Mycenm his departure yet 
Was recent, at tin* mirror didst thou form 
The graceful ringlets of thy golden liair. 

The wife, that iii her husband’s absence seeks 
With curious care to set her beauty forth, 

Mark as a wanton : she with nicest skill 
Would not adorn her person to appear 
Abroad, but that she is inclined to ill. 

Of all the Grecuan dames didst thou alone, 

I know, rcyoica^, when prosperous were the arms 
Of Troy ; but when defeated, on thine eyes 
A cloud hung dark ; for never didst thou wish 
lliat Agamemnon should from Troy return. 

Yet glorious wils th’ occasion offered thee 
The strength of female virtue to display : 

Thou hadst a luislmnd in no excellence 
Inferior to jdsgisthus : and so vile 
Thy sister’s conduct, thou hadst power from thence 
The higiiest honour to thyself to draw; 

For in the foulness of th’ example vice 
Instructive holds a mirror to the good. 

But if my father, as thou urgest, killed 

Thy daughter, how !mve I to thee done wrong ? 

My brother how ? Or why, when thou hadst slain 
Thy husband, didst thou not to us consign 
Our father’s house, but make it the lewd scene 
Of other nuptials purchased by that prize ? 

Nor is thy husband exiled for thy son ; 

Nor hath he died for me, though, far beyond . 

My sister’s death, me living hath he slain. 

If blood, in righteous retribution, calls 
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For blood, by me behoves it thoti shouldst bleed 
And by thy son Orestes, to avenge ’ 

My father : there if this was just, alike 
Is it just here. Unwise is he, who weds, 

Allured by riches or nobility, 

A vicious woman : all that greatness brings 
Must yield to that endearcii dorne.stic bliss, 

Which on the chaste though humble bed attends. 

Chorus. Respecting women fortune ever rules 
In nuptials : some a source of joy I .see 
To mortals; some nor joy nor honour know. 

Clytem. Always, my daughter, was thy nature formed 
Fond of thy father : not unusual this : 

Some love the men, and uii their mothers some 
With greater warmth their sweet affections place, 

I will forgive thee : nor indt;e<l, my tdiild, 

In deeds done by me do I so rcj(aco\ 

But do I see thee, fresh frtim cluUibirth, tluis 
Unbathed, and in these wretche<l vestments clad? 
Ah, my unhappy coumsels, tliat I urged 
My husband ’gainst thee to a rage iao harsh! 

Ekcira. Too late to bneitlie the .sigh, wlum thou canst give 
No healing medicine. My fatlu’r dead, 

Why not recall thy outcast waiurring son ? 

Clytem. I fear: my welfare I regard, mjt his, 

Said to breathe vengeance for his father’s death. 

Ekcira. Against us why thy huslmnil so cturage ? 

Clyiem. Such is his nature: and impetuems thine. 

Ekdra. My grief is great : l}«t I will ulnxk my rage. 

Ciyienh And he no lunger will be harsh to thee. 

Ekdra. High his aspiring ; in my nonsc he dwells. 

CiyUm. Seest thou what contests them wouldst raise 
anew ? 

Ekcira. I say no more : I fctir hinii ns I fear-— 

Ciyiem. Cease this discourse. Aly i>n*sence wliy rcniuird? 

Ekcira. That I am kic a menher thou, i ween, 

Hast heard make thou the lacrifiat for me, 

I have no skill, on thejenth riiiing morn 
What for my son the rites rec|iiire | fur me, 

Thi.s my first child, wpertence tiMh not taiiglit 

Cfykm. This is her task, who aideci at the birth, 

Ekctra. Unaided and alone I bore the child. 
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QlyUm* So neighbourless, so friendless stands thy house. 
tUcira, None with the poor a friendship wish to form. 
Clyttm, Then I will go, and offer to the gods, 

The days accomplLshed, for thy son. This gi*ace 
For thee performed, I hasten to the fields, 

Where to the nymphs my husband now presents 
The hallowed victim. My attendants, drive 
These chariots hence, and lead the steeds to stalls ; 
Wlien you imagine to the gods these rites 
I shall have again be present here : 

My husband too behoves it me to grace. 
tUdra. I.et my poor house receive thee; but take heed 
Lest thy ricdi vests the black^iing smoke defiles. 
There .shaltdhou sacrifice, as to the gods, 

Behoves tlua; sacrifice : the basket there 
Is for the rites prepared, and the keen blade 
Which .stnurk tlie l>ull : l)eside him shalt thou fill 
By a like blow : in Pluto’s courts his bride 
He shall receive, with whom in heaven’s fair light 
Thy ccnich was shar(*d : to thee this grace I give 
Thou vengeance for my father shalt give me. 

Chorus. 

Biropht. 

Refluent the waves of mischief swell, 

'Bhe forceful whirlwind vciers around. 

Then in the bath my monarch fell : 

The roofs, the battlements resound; 

The polished stones, that form the walls, 

Blis voic'e re-echo, as the hero falls, 

** Why, barb’rous woman, by thy hand, 

After ten years of war on Phrygia’s plain 
Returned victorious to my native land, 

Why, barlBrous woman, am 1 slain ? 

" MnfisfwpAe, 

Now Jwtice, Jor the injure! bed 

Which ii^ht _Love gloried to betray, : 

Turns back with vengeance on her hea4 
Who dared her lord to sky. 
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Long absent in the fields of fame 
Scarce to the high Cyclopean towers he came. 
Eager to shed his blood she strove ; 

With her own hand the keen-edged axe she swayed 
With her own hand the murd’rous weapon drove, 
And low her hapless husband laid. 

Epde* 

Hapless to such a pest allied, 

She, like a lioness in savage i^ride 

Midst shaggy forests wild that feeds, 
Dared such" atrocious deeds. 

Clytem. 0, by the gods, my children, do not kill 
Your mother I 

Choms, Heard you in the house her cry? 

Clytem. Ah me, ah me ! 

Chorus. I ton larnont thy flite, 

Fairn by thy childrcids hands, 'Fid avenging god 
Dispenses justice when oc(\*i,sion calls. 

Dreadful thy punislntumt ; l)ut tlrtsuifiil deeds, 
Unhappy, %eiin.st thy husband ilid'st thou dare, 
Stained with their nuahcrs rcc<mt stnsauiing blooi 
See, from the house they conu*, terribU; pnkif 
Of ruthless slaughter. Ah ! then* is no house, 
Nor hath been, with calaundeH oppressed, 

More than the wretched race of I'antalus, 

OaiSTKS, Pylaoks, licKornA, (hioiuis, 

Orestes. 0 Earth, and thou all setdng btdudd 

These blorxly, these detested dcinls ! la death 
Stretched on the ground beneath my liand they ! 
Both lie, a sad atonemc*nt for rny wrrmgs. 

Ekctra. Much to be mounuai, my to he mom 

With tears, and I the (muse. Unrhmied, unawi 
I to my mother caim*, f boldly 
To her that gave me birth, Aliw thy 
Thy fate, my mother ! Thm hast siificred ills, 
And from thy children, whose remembrance timt 
Can ne*er efface, deeds ruthlps, and far worse 
Than ruthless j yet with jiisiice hast thou paid 
This debt to vengeance for iny father^ blO'Od. 
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Onsids. O Phcebiis, vengeance from thy hallowed shrine 
Didst thou conuuand, unutterable deeds, 

But not obscure, through thee are done, from Greece 
The bloody bed removed. But to what state 
Shall I now go, what hospitable house? 

Who will receive me ? Who, that fears the gods, 
Will look on nui, stained with my mother’s blood ? 
Ekira. And wliitlier, to what country shall I fly, 

Wretch that I am? What nuptials shall be mine? 

, What husband lead me to the bridal bed? 

Omi^s. Again, again thy sober sense returns, 

Changed with the gale : thy thoughts are holy now. 
Then rukal l>y frenzy. 'Fo what dreadful deeds, 

0 thou most chsir, luist thou thy brother urged 
Reluctant? ^ Didst thou see her, when she drew 
Her vests asidt^, and bared lua breasts and bowed 
To earth Imr body, whence 1 drew my birth, 

Whilst in her locks my furious hand I wreathed ? 
^kira. With anguislied niind, I know, thou didst proceed, 

' When heard thy wailing mother’s piteous cries. 

^mies. These words, whilst with her hand she stroked my 
* cheeks, 

Burst forth, “I'hy pity I implore, my son:” 

Soothing she spoke, as on my cheeks she hung, 

That IdotxllcsH from my hand the sword might fall 
‘pkrus, Wretcluai kdcctra, how couldst thou sustain 

A sight like this? How bear thy nmther’s death, 
Seeing her thus before thine eyes expire? 
pmies. Holding my robe before mine eyes I raised 
‘ The sw<jrd, and plunged it in my mother’s breast 
kkdra. I urged thee to it : I too touched the sword. 
pwm. Of deeds most dreadful this which thou hast done. 
Cover tliy mother’s body ; in her robes 
Decent compose !ier wounded limbi.-- — -Thou gavst 
Being to those who were to murder thee. . 
pucka. Behold my friends, and not my friends, we wrap 
Her robes around her, to our house the end 
Of mighty ills. 

|fem. But see, above the house 

What radiant forms appear ? or are they gods 
Celestial ? Mortals through th* ethereal way 
Walk not : but why to human sight disclosed ? 

■' ' " 0 
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Castor and Pollitx. 

Hear, son of Agamemnon : for to thee 
Thy mother’s brothers, twin-born sons of Jove, 
Castor, and this my brother Pollux, speak. 

Late having calmed the ocean waves, that swelled 
The laboring vessel menacing, we came 
To Argos, where our sister we beheld, 

Thy mother, slain. With justice vengeance falls 
On her : in thee unholy is the deed. 

Yet Phoebus, Phoebus— But, my king is he, 

I will be silent : yet, though wise, he gave 
To thee response not wise : but I must praise 
Perforce these things. Thou now must do what 
Fate 

And Jove decree. To Pyladt^s affy 
Electra ; let him lead her to lu.s house 
His bride : but leave thou Argos ; for its gates, 
Thy mother slain, to thee i.s not allowed 
To enter; for the Furies, hounds of hrll, 

Will chase thee, wandVing, and to madru'ss whirled, 
Go then to Athems, seat of Palla-S, clasp 
Her hallowed image : that t}u‘y toucli t\m^ xu)i 
She o’er thy head htT (iorgoi\ sliield will lu)kl 
They from her dreadful dragons will start Ijack 
Appalled The mount of Mars is wlutre first 
On blood the gods sale judges, whttn tuirag^al 
That by unhallowed nuptials wrong had stained 
His daughter, Mars, to nithloss v<mg<ainc<!: fued, 
Slew Halirrhothius, <d ocean's lord 
The son* Most righteous from that time is lield 
The judgment there, and by the gods ctmfirmcd •. 
There thou must make apptsil, this hUxuly deed 
Be there decided : from tin* lioum of hlotnl 
Absolved the e^qual numlaT.s c?f tin* shrlls 
Shall save thee that thou die not ; for tlu: blame 
Apollo on himself will diargc, whose voire 
Ordained thy mother’.s death : in future tiuu*s 
This law for ever shall be ratifusi, 

The votes in equal ntimhcr shall absolve. 

At- this the dreadful goddesstts with grit^f 
Deep-wounded through the yawning rarlli shall sW 
Fen at the mount ; thence mi oracular gulf 
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Hallowed, revered by mortals* On the banks 
Of Alpheus,^ the Lycman temple near, 

Thou must inhabit an Arcadian state. 

And from thy name the city shall be called. 

This I have said to thee ; but in the earth 
The citi/.ens of Athens shall entomb 
The body of /h.gisthus : the last rites 
Due to thy mother Atcnelaus shall pay, 

At Nauplia late frtJiu vanquished Troy arrived, 
And Helena, hVom ICgypt, from the house 
Of Proteus, she returns : to I lion’s towers 
She went not ; l:)nt, tliat strife and bloody war 
’Mongst mortal men might rise, an imaged form 
Kescmhling Htjhuia Jove sent to Troy^ 

This virgin now let Pylades receive 

His hritle, and heme to the Adiaian land 

Conduct her. Him, to thee in words allied, 

To Phf)(:i.s let him leatl, and give him tliere, 

Just to his uKxhjst virtue, am[)le wealth. 

Thou to the narrow Isthmus bend thy steps, 
Thciu't^ spetid thee to the blest ("ecropian state. 
The fate(i doom, assigruai for blood, fulfdled, 
'fhou shalt l)e ha[)py, from thy toils released. 

Chorus. 0 sons of Jov<‘, may we {^resume V approach, 
And convtjrsc with you be allowed to hold? 

Castor, Voxi may ; no curse tins blood derives on you. 

)restes. May I a^ldress you, sons of Tyndarus? 

Jastor, Thou mayst : to Pluehus this dire deed I charge. 

Viorus. Cods as you are, and brothers to the slain, 

Why from tins house did not your power avert 
I’his deadly ill ? 

hstor, llie dire necessity 

Of fate imjxdled it, and tlte voice unwise 
Of PlKehus from his slnine. 

^,kira. But me what voice 

Of Iduebus urged, what oracle, that I 
The murdert^r of my mother should become? 

Wor. Common the actions, common too the fates. 

One dtnnon, hostile to your parents, rent 
The hearts of both. 

Wfi*. For such a length of time 

Not seen, loved sister, am I tom so soon 
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From thy dear converse, leaving thee so soon 
And left? 

Castor. She hath a husband, and a house, 

Nor suffers aught severe, save that she leaves’ 
The Argive state, 

Orestes. And what severer woe 

Can rend the anguished heart, than to be driven 
An outcast from our country ? 1 must leave 

My father’s house, and for my mother’s l:)lood 
The sentence passed by foreign laws al>ide. 

Castor. Resume tliy courage : to tire sacred seat 
Of Pallas shalt thou come ; be firm, endure. 

Electra. 0 my loved brother, clasp, O clasp my breast 
Close to thy breast. For from our fatljer’s house 
A mother’s curse hath torn us, drtaidful curse! 

Orestes. Thus let me clasj) thee : o’ca- nu,*, as now dead 
As o’er my tomb thy lamentaiinns {)our. 

Castor. Ah, thou hast uttered sorrows cc.n to gods 

Mournful to hear. In me, in Ihsivou’s Irigh powers 
Is pity for the woes of mortal men. 

Orestes. I shall no more beliold tliee. 

Electra. And ik> more 

Shall I come near thy siglit, 

Orestes. No more with thee 

Shall I hold converse : this my last addri'ss. 

Electra. Farewell, Myceme 1 Atul you, vir:;ins, burn 
In the same state with me, farcwrll, farewrll! 

Orestes, 0 thou most faithful, dost ihou go cen nenv? 

Electra. 1 go ; but dew my .softirtusi <*}•<'?; witli tears, 

Orestes, Go, Pykidcs, go ihou with joy, ami wed 
Electra. 

Castor. Them the nuptial rites await* 

Haste thou to Athens, ily these hf)uuds of hell; 
For ’gainst thee they their lu'drous st(*ps advance, 
Gloomy and dark, tludr hands with serpents armed 
Rejoicing in the dreadful pains tlu*y give. ' 

To the Sicilian sea with speed wc* go, 

To save the vessels lab’ritig in tiu! waves. 

But to the impious througli tti’ ethereal tract 
We no assistance bring, But, those to whom 
Justice and sanctity of life is dear, 

, We from their dangVous toils relieve, and save. 
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I^et no one then unjustly will to act, 

ISfor in one vessel with the perjured sail ; 

A god to mortals this monition gives. 

Chorus^ Oh, be you blest ! And those, to whom is giv’n 
Calmly the course of mortal life to pass 
By no affliction sunk, pronounce we blest. 
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Electra. 

There is not in the stores of angry heaven 
Aught terrible, affliction or distress, 

But miserable man bears its full weight. 

E’en Tantalus, the son of Jove, the blest 
(Not to malign his fate), hangs in the air 
And trembles at the rock, which o’er his head 
Projects its threatening mass ; a punishment 
They say, for that to heaven’s high feast admitted 
A mortal equal with th’ immortals graced. 

He curbed not the intemperance of his tongne • 
The sire of Pelops he, of Atreus this, ^ 

For whom the Fates weaving a diadem 
Wove discord with the thread, to kindle war 
Betwixt the brothers, Atreus and Thyestes* 

But why recite things horrible to tell ? 

Him Atreus feasted, having slain his sons. 

From Atreus (may oblivion hide the rest) 

Th’ illustrious Agamemnon, if illustrious. 

And Menelaus had birth ; Aerope 

Of Crete their mother. Menelaus espoused 

The fatal Helen, by the gods abhorred. 

Th’ imperial Agamemnon wooed the bed 
Of Clytemnestra, memorable to Greece ; 

From her three daughters sprung, Chrysothiemis 
And Iphigenia, and myself Electra, 

One son, Orestes, from this wicked mother. 

Who in th’ inextricable robe entangled 
Her husband murdered, for a cause whicli ill 
198 
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Becomes a virgin's modest lips t’ unfold. 

Th’ injustice of Ai)ollo must I blame ? 

Orestes he commands to slay his mother, 

Nor bears to all tlui glory of the dtted. 

Not disobedient to the god he slew her. 

I had my share, such as a woman niiglit, 

And Pylades assisted in the act. 

.Since then the pot)r (,)restes j>ines away 
lnii)aired witli (auel sickness ; on his bed 
lie lit!S ; his motlurr’s blood to fren/.y whirls 
His torturcal : th’ avenging powers, that haunt 
His soul with tt!rrors thus, I dare not name. 

The sixth day this, siitce on the hallowed pile 
My slaughtered mother purged her stains away. 

No f(KHl hath passed his lips, no bath refreshed 
His limbs; but in his garments covered close, 

When his sevm’e <ii.scase abatess a little, 

He me.lts in ttnms ; and sometimes from his couch 
Starts furious, like a colt burst from his yoke. 
Meantirtie tlu: state: tjf Argos hath decreed 
That shelth’lng roof, luu! hn*, and cotifereiice 
Be iuteirdicted to us matricieies. 

And this decisive day the states pronounce 

Oiir doom, to die crushed with u’erwhelming stones, 

Or by tlP avenging sword i)lunged in our breasts* 

Yet have we one small ray of brighPning hope, 

Hope that we: die* not ; for from Troy returned 
After long wandVings Menelaus arrives, 

Ilis vessels in the Nauplian harbour moored, 

And to this strand impels hi.s eager oar ; 

But the woe-working llelen in tire shades 
Of sheltVing night, lest some, whose sons were slain 
Bentmth the walls of Troy, seeing Iier walk 
In cliiyls fair light, with vengeful rage might rise, 

And crush the sinning misclrief, first ha lands, 

And scuds her to our house ; there now she is, 
Weeping her sisterls fate and our afflictions* 

Yet hnidst her grief tliis comfort she enjoys, 
Hermione, her virgin daughter, whom 
At B|>iirtft, when slm sailed for Troy,^she left, ■ 

The father to my mothers care consigned ; 

In her delighted she forgets her woes. 



200 Euripides 

But luy quick eye glances to each access, 

If Menelaus advancing I might see. 

Weak help from others, if not saved by him ; 

The house of tire unhappy hath no friend. 

Electra, Hei.ena. 

Helena. Daughter of Clytemnestra and the cliief 
That drew fnan Atrcus his illustrious hirlh, 

Virgin of ripest years, how is it, say, 

With thee, unluq^py, and the wretch Orestes, 

Who in his mother’.s blood imbrued his hands? 
With thee convtu'sing I am not polluted, 

Charging the crime on Phtelms. Yet 1 mourn 
My sister’s fate ; for .sinc<; I sailed to d'roy, 

Urged to that madness by th' utrondtMl gods, 

These cyc.s have not beheld her ; yet, her loss 
Deploring, at her fortunes <lrop the tear. 

JSlectra. Why should I tell thee \yhat thine eyes behold, 
1'he race of Agamemnon in distress ? 

Myself attendant on th’ unhappy dead, 

But that he breathes a little lu* is dc-ad. 

Sit sleepless: yet reproach I not his ills. 

But thou art happy, happy is thy husband ; 

To us in our calamities ye caune. 

Helena. How long on this .sick-bed hath he been laid? 
Hiectra. E’er since he shed her blocal w1h> gave him breath. 
Helena. Ah, wretch I Ah, wretchid mcither thus to perish! 
Hleclra. Such our lost state I sink lu-neath our ills, 
Helena. Do me one grace 1 beg thee by the gods, 
Hleelra. As watching at my brirtherls ccmch I may. 
Helena. Wilt thou go for me to my sister’s toml'> ? 
Hledra. My motl)cr*s dost thou mean ? And wherefore go? 
Helena. Iliese lock,s and my lihaiitins to prijsctnt. 

Mkcira. What hinders but thou visit thy friend’s tomb? 
Helena. And show mo to the Grecians? Khame forbids. 
Hledm. Too late discreet; when shameless from thy 
house* — ’ 

Helena. Just is thy censure» but not friendly to me. 
Ekelra. And at Mycen« dost thou feel this shame? 
Hkm. I dread the fathan, whose sons died at Troy,^ 
'ieclra.Agmmt thee loud the voice of Argos cries. 
/ekna. Oblige me theiii and free me from this fear* 
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pecfra, I could not look upon my mother’s tomb. 

send these offerings by a slave were shame. 
Electra. Hermione, thy daughter, why not send ? 

Blena. A virgin ’midst the crowd 1 Indecent this. 

Eiecira. The favouns of the dead, who trained her youth 
With fond affection, thus she might repay. 

Bkna, ’Tis justly urgtxl : I will obey thee, virgin, 

And send my daughter; for thy words are wise, 
Hermione, come hither : to the tomb 
Of Clytemnestra these libations bear, 

And these niy locks ; there pour this honied bowl 
Foaming with milk and wine ; on the high mound, 
Addressing thus the dead, These hallowed gifts 
Helen, thy sister, offers, who through fear 
Approaches nut ihy tomb, dreading the crowd 
Of Argus.” Bid her be propitious to us, 

To nic, to thee, my husband, and these two, 

These wretched two, whom Pheebus hath undone. 
I'hen promise all that to a sister’s shade 
A sister should bestow : go, my child, haste, 

Present these gifts ; then speed thy c^uick return. 
'^Ekcira. O nature, in the bad how great an ill I . [Alone, 
But in the virtuous strong thy power to save. 

See, she hath shorn th’ extremity of her locks, 
Anxious of beauty, the same woman still I 
May the gods hate thee, as thou hast ruined me, 

And him, and universal Greece !— Ah me, 

My loved com|)anions come, whose friendly grief 
Attunes their sad notes to my mournful strains. 

He sleeps now ; they will wake him, and my 
ayes 

Will melt in tears, when I behold him ra\e. 
Ilectea, Chorus. 

^lEkcira, Dearest of women, softly set your feet, 

Not to be heard ; gently advance ; no noise. 

Kind is put friendship : but t’ awake him now 
From this sweet rest would be a grief to me. 

Silence, silence I Softly tread:. ■ 

Nor foot be heard, nor sound, nor noise. , 
p/rr/ra. This way fitf, fw from the bed. 
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C:hortis. I obey. 

Mlecira. Hush, let thy voice 

Steal on my ear ^ i 

Soft as the whispers of the breathing reed. 

Chorus, Soft as the whispers of the breathing reed 
My voice shall steal upon thy ear. 

Plectra, Ay, thus, low, low; softly come near ; 

Come softly, friends, and tell me wliy 
This visit. A long sleep hath closed his eye. 
Chortis, Doth hope then brighten on bis ill ? 

JEIectra, Alas, what hope? Behold him lie ; | 

He breathes, a little breathes, and still 
Heaves at short intervals a sigh. 

Chorus. Unhappy state I 

JEiectra. Death were it, should you, as thus loud you weep, 
Fright from his eyelids tlic sweet joys of sleep, ’ 
Chorus, Yet wail I his unhafipy state, 

Abhorred deeds of deadly hate, 

Rage of vindictive, tort’ring woes, 

Which the relentless powers of heaven impose, 
MIectra. Unjust, unjust tlie stern <’ommand, 

The stern command Apollo gave 
From Themis* seat, his ruthless hand 
In blood, in mother’s blood to lave. 

Chorus. Ah, turn tliine eye. 

He stirs, he moves, rolled in tire cov’ring vest. 
JEieoira, Wretch, thy rude clamours have disturbed his 
rest. 

Chorus. And yet I think sleep locks his eye. 

JZiecfra. Wilt thou be gone ? hence wilt thou lly, 

That quiet here again nmy dwell ? 

Chorus, Again composed he slecjis again, 

J£lectra, Tis well, 

Chorus. Awful queen, wliose gentle power 
Brings sweet oblivion of our woes, 

And in the calm and silent hour 
Distils the blessings of repose, 

Come awful Night, 

Come from the gloom of l^relnis profound, 

And spread thy sable-tinrtured wings around; 
Speed to this royal houstt thy flight*; 

For pale-eyed Grief, and wild Affriglit, 
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And all the horrors of Despair, 

Here pour their rage, and threaten ruin here. 

' Ekcira, Softly let your warblings flow ; 

Further, a further distance keep ; 

The flir-off cadence sweet and low 
Charms his repose, and aids his sleep. 

Choms. Tell us, wliat end 
waits his misVies ? 

Hlectra. Deatti : that end I fear. 

He tastes no food. 

Chorus, Death then indeed, and near. 

Electra, When PIkuIjus gave the dire command 
To bathe in mother's blood his hand, 

By whom th(‘ father stmk in dust, 

He doomecl us victims. 

Chorus, Dire these deeds, but just 

Ektra, Slie slew, she ditul— 'Fhy hand abhorred. 

In dust my bltaaling father laid : 

And for thy blood, in vtmgeance poured, 

We perish, yaa’ish as the dead. 

The shadowy train 

Thou j<un{.,^st : but my life shall waste away 
In tears ilut night, in sighs and groans the day. 

But, ah 1 to whom shall 1 complain! 

Nor child nor husband soothes my pain : 

For ever drag I my distress, 

Sigh, motirn, and weep in lonely wretchedness. 

Chorus, Go ntain^r, royal virgin ; nearer view him, 

That undiT this soft sli;ep the sleep of death 
Deceive thee not : I like not this still rest 

Orestes, Eusctea, Chorus. 

^Presies, 0 gentle Sleep, whr^se lenient power thus soothes 
Disease and pain, how sweet thy visit to me, 

Who wanttal thy soft aid 1 Blessing divine, 

That to the wretched givest wished repose, . 
Steeping tlieir senses in forgetfulness 1— 

Where liave I been I Where am I? How brought 
hither? 

^ My late distraction blots remembrance out.^. 

My most dear brother, oh, what heartfelt joy 
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To see thee lie composed in gentle sleep ! 

Wilt thou I touch thee? Shall I raise thee up? 
Oresks. Assist me then, assist me; from my mouth 

Wipe off this clotted foam ; wipe my moist eyes. 
Ekcira. Delightful office, for a sister’s hand 
To minister relief to a sick brotlmr. 

Oresks, Lie by my side, and from iny fare remove 

These squalid locks; they blind my darkened eyes. 
Ekcira. How tangled are the ringlets of tliy hair, 

Wild and disordered through this long neglect 
Oresks, Pray lay me down again : when this ill frenzy 
Leaves me, I am very feeble, very faint. 

Ekcira, There, there : the bed is grateful to the sick, 

A mournful, l)ut a necessary tenure. 

Oresks, liaise me again ; more upright ; bend me forward. 
Cho7i4S, The sick are wayward ihrcmg,h their restlessness. ' 
Ekcira, Or wilt thou try with slow ste-ps un llu* ground 
To fix thy feet ? Variety is swee*t. 

Oresks, Most willingly ; it hath the sliow of health ; 

The seeming hath some goo<I, tlunigh void of truth. 
Ekcira, Now, my loved brother, hear me, whilst the Furies 
Permit thy sense thu.s clear and undisturhecl. 
Oresks, Has thou aught new? ^ If g, nod, I thank tiiecforit; 

If ill, I have enough of ill alrcwly. 

Ekcira, Thy fathers brotlier, Menelaus, arrives ; 

His fleet rides anchored in the Nauplian bay. 
Oresks, Comes he then? Light on out afllietions dawns; 

Much to my Other’s kindness digh he owe, 
Ekcira, He comes; and, to confirm what now 1 say, 
Brmg.s Helena from Ilium’s ruiius! walls, 

Oresks, More to be envied, were he saved alone ; 

Bringing his wife, he brings a mighty ill. 

Ekcira, The female line of Tyndarus was born 

To deep disgrace, and infamtms thremgh Cirecce. 
Oresks, Be thou unlike them then ; *iis in thy power; : 

And further than in words thy virtue prove, 
Ekcira, Ala.s, my brother, wildly rolls tliinc eye ; 

So quickly changed ! the frentic fit returns. 

Oresks, Ah, mother 1 Do not set thy I'kiries me. 

See, how tlieir fiery eyeballs glare in bka^d, 

And wreathing simkes hiss in Ihcfir horrid hair 1 
There, there they stand, ready to leap upon me* 
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Ekcira. Rest thee, poor brother, rest thee on thy bed; 

Thou seest them not ; ’tis fancy’s coinage all 
Oresies, 0 Fhcebiis, they will kill me, these dire forms, 
These Gorgon- visaged ministers of hell 1 
Ekctra. Thus will I hold thee, round thee throw mine arms, 
And check th’ unhappy force of thy wild starts. 

Orestes. Off, let rue goj I know thee, who thou art, 

One of the Furies ; and thou grapplest with me, 

To whirl me into Tartarus. Avaunt ! 

Elecira. What shalLI do? Ah me, where shall I seek 
Assistance, since th’ unfriendly god frowns on us ! 
Orestes, Bring me itn* how of Ijorn which Phoebus gave me, 
And with it bade me drive these fiends away^ 

Should they affright me with their madd’ning terrors. 
Electra, Shall any g^od by mortal hands be wounded? 

Orestes, Should she not instant vanish from my sight 
FIcard you tlie dang? Saw you the winged shaft 
Bound from the distant'W^ounding bow? IFa, ha! 
Here yet ! On swift wings mount th’ ethereal air, 
And there impeach the oracle of Pheebus.— 

Whence this dis<iuiet ? Why thus pants my breath ? 
Ah, whither am 1 wandered from my bed ? 

For from the $U)rm the higlvswoln waves subside. 
Why d<Kst thou we*ep, my sister ? Why decline 
Thy drooping head, and hide it in thy vest? 

I blush to give thee pari iti my disease, 

And wound with grief thy virgin tenderness. 

Let not my ills be thus infectious to thee ; 

Thou barely didst assent ; I did the deed, 

I shed her Idood. But Pheehus I must blame, 

Who urgi'd me to this most unholy act ; 

Then, save with soothing words, assist me not 
Had these eyes seen my father, had I asked. him 
In duty if I ought to slay my mother, 

I think Im would have prayed me not to plunge 
IMy murdering sword in her that gave me birth ; 

Since he could not revisit heaven’s sweet light, 

And I must suffer all these miseries. 

But now unveil thy face and dry thy tears. 

My sister, though afflictions press us sore :. ,■ 

And when thou seat me in these fitful moods,' ' 
Soothe my disordered sense, and let thy voice 
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Speak peace to my distraction; when the sigh 
Swells in thy bosom, ’tis a brother's part 
With tender sympathy to calm thy griefs * 

These are the pleasing offices of friends. ^ 

But to thy chamber go, afflicted maid, 

There seek repose, close thy long-sleepless eyes, 
With food refresh thee, and th’ enlivening bath.’ 
Shouldst thou forsake me, or with too close tendanr® 
Impair thy delicate and tender health, 

Then were I lost indeed ; for thou alone, 
Abandoned as I am, art all my comfort. 

Elecira. Should I forsake thee 1 No ; my choice is fixed 
And I will die with thee, or with thee live, 
Indifferent for myself ; for shouldst thou die, 

What refuge shall a lonely virgin find, 

Her brother lost, her father lost, her friends 
All melted from her? — Yet, if such thy wish, 

I ought t' obey : recline thee on thy couch, 

Nor let these visionary terrors fright thee ; 

There rest ; though all be fancy's coinage wild, 

Yet Nature sinks beneath the violent toil. 

Chorus. 

Strophe, 

Awful powers, whose rapid flight 
Bears you from the realms of night 
To hearts that groan, and eyes that weep, 
Where you joyless orgies keep, 

Ye gloomy powers, that shake the affrighted air, 
And armed with your tremendous rod, 
Dealing terror, woe, despair, 

Punish murder, punish blood, 

For Agamemnon's race this strain, 

This supplicating strain, I pour ; 

No more afflict his soul with pain, 

Nor torture him with madness more : 

Breathe oblivion o'er his woes, 

Leave him, leave him to repose. 
Unhappy youth, what toils are thine, 

Since Phoebus from his central shrine 



2o7 


Orestes 

Bade thee unsheath th^ avenging sword, 
And Fate confirmed th’ irrevocable word 1 


Antistrophe. 

Here us, king of gods, 0 hear, 

Where is soft-eyed Pity, where ? 

Whence, to plunge thee thus in woes, 

Discord stained with gore arose ? 

What vengeful Demon thus with footstep dreadL, 
Trampling the blood-polluted ground, * 

Sternly cruel joys to spread 
Horror, rage, and madness round? 

Woe, woe is me 1 In man’s frail state 
Nor height nor greatness firm abides: 

On the calm sea secure of fate, 

Her sails all spread, the vessel rides : 

Now th’ impetuous whirlwinds sweep. 

Hoars the storm, and swells the deep. 

Till with the furious tempest tost 
She sinks in surging billows lost. 

Yet firm their fate will I embrace, 

And still revere this heaven-descended race. 

Chorus. But see, the royal Menelaus advances : 

That awe-commanding and majestic port 
IDcnotes him of the race of Tantalus.-— 

Illustrious leader of a thousand ships, 

That bore to Asia’s strand thy martial host, 

All hail I Good fortune guides thee, and the ^o<is, 
ITav’ring thy vows, have blessed thy conq’ring sltixis* 

Menelaus, Orestes, Chorus. 

From Troy returned, with pleasure I behold ' 

This royal house, with pleasure mixed with gri^f ; 
For never saw I house encompassed round 
With such afnictions. Agamemnon’s fate, 

How by his wife he perished, I long since 
At Malea learned, when rising from the waves 
■Confessed to open view the sailors’ prophet, 

Hnerring Glaucus, the dire bath disclosed, 
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The wife, and each sad circumstance of blood; 

A tale, that harrowed up my soul with grief, 

And wrung the tear from the stern veteran’s eye. 
But to the Nauplian coast arrived, my wife 
First landed, when I hoped with joy to fold 
Orestes and his mother in my arms, 

As happy now, a wave-washed fisherman 
Told me that Clytemnestra is no nu^re, 

Slain by th’ unholy swor<I. But, yin;ins, say 
Where is Orestes, who tlu'se horrid ills 
Hath dared ? For wluai the war c'alled me to Troy, 
An infant in his mother’s arms 1 left him, 

That now, if seen, his form wouUl In^ iinknnwm 
Oresies. He whom thou sct^kst am I : 1 am Oivstes. 

To thee, 0 king, will I unfold my woes, 

And willingly : but first I grasj> tliy kma^s, 

And pour my plain unornamented praytu*: 

Save me j for thou hnidst my distress art come. 
Mem. Ye powers of heaven, what do mine <‘yt\s lH‘hold? 

One from the regions of tlu* di*a<I returmHl ! 

Orestes. Well hast thou said : E %inw the !i|du indeed, 

But do not live; such are my miserit\s, 

M'ene. How wild, how horrid hangs Uiy matted hair! 
Orestes. The real, not th’ nppaient, ranks my soul 
Mene. Tliy slirunk and hollow eye gjtues ilrteidfully. 
Onsks. My whole frame wastes ; nought, sa\‘c my name, is 
left, 

Mene. Reason revolts at this tliy Sipiaiid forim 
Orestes. Alas, I am the murdercT of my mother, 

Mene. I have heard it : spare mine* ear the tale of woe. 
Oresks. I will: yet heaven is rich in woes to tmi 
Mene. Wlmt arc thy sufTrings ? disease <mnsumes thee? 

Orestes. Conscience: the conscious guilt of horrid deeds, 
¥ene. How sayst thou? Wisdom Htiffcrs wlicn cdmire, 
Orestes, A pining; melancholy most^consumcH me. 

Mem. Dreadful its {K)wer, but not immedicable*. 

Orestes. And frenzy, fierce V avenge my mother’s blood 
Mene. When did its rage first tliec ? Wlmi the day? 
Oresks. The day I raised my htplcis motIier*s lomk 
Mene. What, in the house, or sitting at the pyret ? 

Orestes.' By night, as from rude hands 1 guard her tom . 
M'im. 'Was any present, to supi>orl thy wetkfiets? 
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lOresies. My Pylades, who aided in her death. 

'Wme. What phantoms frighten thy disordered sense ? 

Orestes. Three virgin forms I see gloomy as night. 

\Mene. Whom thy words mark I know, but will not name. 
Orestes. Awful they are : forbear irreverent words. 
igene. And do these haunt thee for thy mother’s blood ? 
Orestes. Ah wretched me, how dreadful their pursuit I 
'^Mene. Thus dreadful sufferings dreadful deeds attend. 
Orestes. Yet have we where to charge our miseries. 

Mette. Name not thy fathers death ; that were unwise. 
\Orestes. Pheebus, by whose command I slew my mother. 
lUene. Of right and justice ignorant, I ween. 
lOresies. We to the gods submit, whate’er they are. 

^Mene, And doth not Phmbus in thine ills protect thee ? 
Orestes. Not yet : delays attend the powers divine. 

Mene, How long then since thy mother breathed her last ? 
firestes. This the sixth day ; the funeral pile yet warm. 

^ene. How soon thy mother’s blood these powers avenge ? 
\prestes. Unwisely said : though true, unkind to friends. 
\}iene. What then avails to have avenged thy father ? 
prestes. Nought yet. Delay is as a deed. not done. 

^)iene. In what light does the city view thy deeds? 

\presies. They hate us, so that none hold conference with us. 
'^ene. Hast thou yet purified thy hands from blood? 

Orestes. Wlicre’cr I go, each house is barred against me. 
Mene. What citizens thus drive thee from the land ? 

Orestes. CEax, through ranc’rous malice to my father, 

Mem. On the avenging Palamedes’ death ? 

Orestes. I wrought it not. But three pursue my ruin. 

Mene. The otlmrs who ? Some of ABlgisthus’ friends ? 

I *’^nstes. They hurt me most, whose power now sways the state. 
me. Commit they not the sceptre to thy hands ? 
estes. Tliey, who no longer sujEfer us to live ! 
me. How acting? What thou art assured of speak- 
estes. Sentence against us will this day be given. 
me. Of exile ? or to die ? or not to die ? 
estes. To die, with stones crushed by our citizens. 
me. Why fliest thou not far from this country’s bounds ? 
rsies. On every side we are enclosed with arms. 
me. By private foes, or by the Argive state.? 

'estes. By the whole state ; in brief, that I, may die, , ' 
me. Wretch, thou hast reached misfortune’s dire extreme. 
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Orestes, In thee is all my hope, in thee my refuge : 
Happy to us afflicted art thou come ; 

Share with thy friends that happiness, alone 
Enjoy not all the good thou hast received ; 

In our afflictions bear a friendly part. 

Think how my father loved thee, and requite 
That love to us : it will become thee well : 

They have the name of friends, but not the worth 
Who are not friends in our ralamilies. ’ 

Choms. But see, the Spartan Tyndarus this way 
Directs his aged feet, in sable weeds, 

His locks, in grief for his dead daughter, shorn, 
Orestes, Ah me! He comes indeed, whose presence most 
Fills me with shame for what I have misdonc. 

I was his darling once ; my infant age 
With tenderness he nursral, taimssrHi me, bore 
The child of Agamemmm in his anus, 

And loved me like the twin-hor?^ sons of Jove: 
Nor Leda less. And is it thus, my stml, 

Thus, 0 my bleeding heart, that I requiiti 
Their ill-paid love I Ah, vmex uu**, y(» shades 
Ye clouds, with friendly darknrss* wrap me round 
And hide me from the terrors of his eye ! ’ 

Tyndarus, Menelaus, Orkki'es, Chorus. 

Tynd, W^^erc shall I see my <!aug!ittm’s husiwnd, where 
Find Menelaus? At ('Iytemnt-.tra*s tuml), 
Libations as I poured, 1 hoard that he, 

With Helen, alUr all tlu’se tedious years, 

Is safely in the Nauplian putt arrive<i, 

0 lead me ; for I long to grasp his hand, 

To feast mine eyes aftvr this length of ycsirs, 

And welcome to our simres the man I hive, 

Mefie, Hail, reverend sharer of th«* bed with Jove! 

2)^nd, With joy thy greeting I return, my mtu 
Ah, not to know the future, wimt an ill 1 
Hateful to nm this murirrtms dragon here 
Glpes pestilential lightnings from ’his eyes, 

Wilt thou hold conferenm with ild imhitllowed wretckl 
Mew, And whenifore not? His father was my friend ^ 
From such a father sprung a mm mi vile ? 
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$Iene, He did ; to be respected, though unhappy. 

Tynd, Barb’rous thy manners, 'mongst barbarians learned. 
Mene. Nay, Greece enjoins respect to kindred blood. 

Tynd. And not to wish to be above the laws. 

Mtne. Necessity is to the wise a law. 

Tynd, Enjoy it thou ; I will have none of it, 

M&ne, Wisdom approves not anger in thy years. 

Tynd, What I Is tlie cxmtest then of wisdom with him ? 

If virtuous and dishonourable deeds 
Are plain to all, who more unwise than he ? 

Deaf to the call of justice he infringed 
The firm authority of the public laws : 

For when Ixuieath my daughter’s murd’ring axe 
Th* imperial Agamemnon bowed his head, 

A horrid deeil, whicli never shall I praise, 

He ouglU t’ have called the laws, the righteous laws, 
T avenge tlie blood, and by ai)peal to them 
Have driven his mother from this royal house : 

Thus ’midst his ills calm reason had borne rule, 
Justice had held its course, and he been righteous. 
But the same Fury, which had seized his mother, 
Had now seized ium ; and with imgovemed rage, 
Justly abhorrent of her impious deed, 

He clid a deed more impious, slew his mother. 

For, let uic ask thee, should the faithless wife 
Bathe in the Ivusband’s blood her murd’rous hands, 
And should th’ avengung son the mother slay, 

His son again retaliate blood for blood, 

What bound shall the progressive mischief know ? 

The wisdom of our ancestors ordained 

That he, wlio had the guilt of blood upon him, 

Be not allowed the sight, the walks of men, 

By banislunent atoning, not by death : 

Else ont5 must always be to death devote, 

Who hath the last pollution on his hands. 

But tiu'se vile women doth my soul abhor, 

And her, my daughter, first, who slew her lord : 

Thy Helen too I never will commend, 

Never hold converse with her ; no, nor thee 
Can I approve, who for a worthless woman 
In toilsome march hast trod the fields of Troy, 

Yet to roy power will I support the laws, ■ 
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And check this savage, blood-polluted rage, 
Which spreads wild havoc o*er th^ unpeopled land 
Hadst thou the feelings of humanity, 

Wretch, when thy mother cried to thee for mercy 
And bared her breast to thy relentless view ? ’ 

I saw it not, that scene of misery, 

Yet the soft tear melts from my aged eye. 

One thing confirms my words : liu! gods abhor, 
With madness scourge thee, and with terrors haunt 
Vindictive of thy guilt. ^Vhat need I hear ’ 
From other witness what mine vyvs behold ? 

Now, Menelaus, 1 warn thee, mark me well : 

Do not, protecting him, oppose the gods, 

But leave him to the vengeamn^. of the state, 

Or never set thy foot on Sparta’s slu^re. 

My daughter by her death hath rightly [)aid 
The debt to justice : but frtuu lum that <leaih 
Was most unjust 0, happy htul I l)et!n, 

Had I no daughters: there I am a wrt‘teh 1 
Chorus^ Happy his state, who, in his (diildren bktst, 

Hath not there felt afflietion’s tlrt^pesl wound. 
Oresfes. In reverence to thy age I dr^ati to speak 

What I well know must pi(*rce thy heart with grief, 
I am unholy in my mother’.s d<*at!j, 

But holy, as my father I avengtni. 

The veneration due to those grrv hains 
Strikes me with awe : else 1 ciiuld urge my plea 
Freely and boldly ; but thy yc^irs tiisrnay me, 
What could I do? Let fart !w weighed with 
My father was the author of my being ; 

Thy daughter brought me forth : lu: gave me life, 
Which she but fostered : to the higher cause 
A higher reverence then I dcciiicti was due, 

I’hy daughter, for I dare not t*all her imahiT, 
Forsook her royal bed for a raiik sty 
Of secret and adulterou;s lusi : me 

The word reflects disgrace, yet I must S|)eak it 
Aigisthus was thii private |mriiiicHir : 

Him first I slew, then lacrdtceti my mother : 

An impious deed ; but I avenged my fattier. 
Thou threatenst the juit vengeance of the state; 
Hear me : deserve I mt ll» thimks of Greece? 
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Should wives with ruffian boldness kill their 
husbands, 

Then fly for refuge to their sons, and think, 

Baring their breast, to ca|>tivate their pity, 

These deeds would pass for nothing, as the mood, 
For something or for nothing, shall incline them. 
This complot have I broke, by doing what 
Thy pompous language styles atrocious deeds. 

My soul abh(.)rred my mother, and I slew her, 

Wlio, when iu^r lord was absent, and in arms 
To glorious comiuest led the sons of Greece, 
Betrayed him, with {lollution stained his bed ; 

And, conscious of her guilt, sought not t’ atone it, 
But, to escapt.^ I us righteous vengeance, poured 
Destruction on his head, and killed my father. 

Now by the gods, thougli in a charge of blood 
111 it becomes me to invoke the gods, 

Had I in siU'Uce tamely borne her deeds, 

^^’‘ollki not the murdered, justly liating me, 

Hav(^ roused tlie Furies to torment my soul? 

Or hath she only her assisting fiends, 

Anti he no fav’ring power t’ avenge his wrongs ? 
Thou, when to that bad daughter thou gavst birth, 
Didst give me ruin ; for through her bold crime 
I lost my failuir, and my mother slew. 

Secst thou Ulys.ses^ wife? Telemachus 

Shed nut her blocHl ; for she, unstained with vice, 

Guards her chaste bed with spotless sanctity. 

Secst tliou Apollo, who to mortal ears 
SouihLs from his central cave the voice of truth ? 

Him we obey in all ilmt he commands: 

Obeying his commands, I slew my mother; 

Drag him then to your bar, put him to death ; 

The guilt is his, not mine. What should I do? 
llie guilt on him transferred, is not the god 
Sufficient to absolve me? Where shall man , 

Find refuge, if the god, at whose command 
I did it, will not now save me from .death ? 
llien say not that these deeds were done not. wall, 
But to tne doers most unhappily. 

If well accorded, the connuDial state 
From all its strings speaks perfect harmony | 
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If ill, at home, abroad, the harsh notes jar, 

And with rude discord wound the ear of Peace. 
Chorus. That Peace to wound always our sex was born, 
Augmenting by our ills the ills of men. 

Xvnd ^Vhat, dost thou brave me, and in proud defiance 
‘ So answer, as to pierce my heart with grief? 

This pride will fire me more to urge thy death. 

One honest task 111 add to that which drew me 
Hither, to grace my murdered daughter’s tomb: 
This instant to th’ assembled Argives go, 

And rouse the willing state, an easy task, 

To crush thee, and thy sister : she deserves, 

E’en more than thou, to die, whose accursed tom^ 
Added new fierceness to thy fierce intents, ^ 
Thine ears assailing with some bitter speech, 

That Agamemnon’s shade haunted her dreams, 
That the tremendous powers below abhorred 
Th’ adulterous bed, foul e’en to man’s gross sense, 
Till all this house blazed in the flames she kindled 
I tell thee, Menelaus, and I will do it, 

If thou regard my hate, or my alliance, 

Protect him not, by the just gods I charge thee, 
But leave him to the rigour of the laws. 

Or never dare to tread on Spartan ground. 

Hear me, and mark me : league not with the vile, 

’ Nor scorn thy friends, whose breasts with virtue glow. 
Here, my attendants, lead me from this house. 

Orestes, Menelaus, Chorus, 

Oresies. Why get thee gone, that I may plead to him, 
Uninterrupted by the wayward age. — 

Why dost thou bend that way, then backward turn, 
Thoughtful thy step, absorbed in anxious care ? 
Mene. Forbear, and leave me to my thoughts, perplexed 
And unresolved which cause I should espouse. 
Orestes. Suspend awhile thy judgment ; hear me first. 
First hear my plea; weigh it, and then resolve, 
Mene. Speak ; thou hast reason. Wisdom sometimes loves 
To dwell with silence, sometimes woos the ear. 
mtes. Then let me urge my plea; and, oh ! forgive me 
If I seem tedious : grief is fond of words. 
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Give me not aught of thine, only return 
What from my fatlitjr’.s grace thou hast received. 

I ask not thy rich treasures, yet a treasure 
Richer than all tliy stores : 1 ask my life. 

Is this unjust ? Let me from thee receive 
Something unjust : such Agamemnon was, 

Who led to 1Voy th* united arms of Greece : 

Yet was the wrong not his ; but to avenge 
Thy wife’s incontinent and foul offence. 

For all liis dangers, all his toils in war, 

Borne as becomes a friend, in a friend’s cause, 

Give me oiie day for his ten years in arms : 

To vindicate thy honour, one short day 
Stand firm, my friend, tlie guaixiian of my life. 

For thee at Aiilis my poor sister died; 

I am content, nor ask Ilermione 
A sacrihee ft)r me. In my distress 
Protect me, pity tuc ; I ask no more. 

To my unhappy father grant my life, 

And save my sister, save !icr virgin years. 

'i'he house of Aguuunnnon sinks with me. 

Impossible thoult say : ** When danger threats, 

The friend comes forth resolved, and shields his friend: 
In fortune’s gt)lden smiles wduit need of friends? 

Her fav’ring power wants no auxiliary. 

Greece sees tliou lovst thy wife.” I speak not this 
In flattery, to wind into thy bo.som ; 

But 1 conjure thee by that love— Ah me ! 

How am I fall’n I Not for myself alone 
1 pour rtiy prayer, !>ut for my father’s house. 

Now by the kindred blood, wliose royal tide 
Rolls in thy veins ; by each endearing tie 
Of ft)iKi rektiem and fraternal love, 

Thiiik that my murdered father’s injured shade 
Burst from tlm realms of death, and hovers o’er thee ; 
And tltink, oh, think the words 1 speak are his. 

’Tis for my life I plead, life’s dear to all, 

With sighs, with groans, with tears : save me, oh, save, 
me I 

Choms. I Am at thy knees a woman joins her prayer ; 

Oh, save them, save th’ unhappy, for thou canst I , 
'Mmi. 1 hold thee dear, Orestes, and am willing 
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To give my friendly aid in thy distress ; 

Th’ affinity of blood calls loudly on us 
To share its toils, if the gods grant the power, 

Nor shrink appalled at danger or at death ; 

And much I wish the gods would grant this power; 
But with a thousand toils oppressed. I come, 

And lift a single spear, whose glittering point 
No squadrons follow wedged in firm array ; 

Few my remaining friends, and small my force. 
With Argos then should we engage in arms, 

We could not conquer ; but with gentle words 
Perchance we may : this way Hope smiles on us 
Who would with feeble forces aim at deeds 
Of perilous proof? Twere folly to attempt it. 
When roused to rage the maddening populace storins, 
Their fury, like a rolling flame, bursts forth 
Unquenchable j but give its violence way, 

It spends itself, and as its force abates 
Learns to obey, and yields it to your will : 

Their passions varying thus, now rough with rage, 
Now melting with soft pity, AVisdom marks 
The change, and turns it to a rich account. 

Thus Tyndarus I will move, and th^ Argive state, 
To use their supreme power with gentleness. 

The gallant bark, that too much swells her sails, 
Oft is o’erset, but let her pride be lowered, 

She rides secure, and glories in the gale. 
Impetuous rage is hateful to the gods, 

Hateful to men : with cool unpassioned reason 
(Discretion guides my words) I must preserve thee, 
And not, as thou perchance mayst deem, by force; 
Against the stronger what can force avail? 

Its trophies can my single spear erect 
Victorious o’er the ills that now assault thee ? 

To be a suitor hath not been my use 
At Argos, but Necessity will teach us. 

If wise, submission to the power of Fortune. 

Orestes, Chorus. 

C?^esfes. Thou doughty champion of thy wife, good else 
For nought, in thy friend’s cause a coward base, 
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Thus dost thou slight me, turn thee thus away? 

Are Agamemnon’s favours thus repaid ? 

Thou hadst no friend, my father, in thy ills. 

Ah me 1 I betrayed ; e’en Hope forsakes me, 
And leaves me unprotected to my fate, 

Who on his shdt’ring j)ower alone relied. — 

But from his Pliucians, see, with hasty step 
Here comes a friend indeed, my Pylades 1 
A pleasing sight : for in distress a friend 
Comes like a calm to the tossed mariner. 


PynADES, O'KESTES, ChORUS. 

Pylades, With swift pare spevd I through the city, hearing 
'J’heir counsels, and discerning their intents 
T’ adjudge tlu-e and thy sister to quick death. 

But what! How fares my friend? What thy design ? 
Thovi partner of my soul, companion dear, 

P>iend, kinsman, hruther: thou art all to me, 

0;es/es, To speak my woes in brief tl)en, we are lost 
[glades. Than in thy ruiti is thy friend involved. 

The Spartan vi^jws m with malignant eye, 

/)dades, A vile wife to a hushmud matched as vile. 

Oresles, I'o me no joy doth his arrival bring. 

Pylades, Is he indeed then at this land arrived? 

OresUs, Late, but found unfaithful to his friends. 
Pylades, Aird brought he his di.sl(>yal wife with him? 

Orestes, In truth he brought not her, but she brought him. 
pylades, Wliere is this pest, ^that imth unpeopled Greece? 
Orestes, Here in my house, if I may call it mine. 

!)dades. What to thy father’s brother didst tliou say ? 

Orestes, Not to see me and my jxior sister slain. 

Pylades, Now, by the gods, what answer did he give? 

Orestes, "i'imid and cautious, like ii faithless friend, 

Pylades, With what excuses his denial cloked? 

Orestes, The father of these female worthies came. 

Pylades, Incensed and chafing for his daughter’s death? 
Orestes, hPen so j for him my father was disdained. 

Pylades, Aiitd wants he courage here t’ assert thy cause? 
Oresks, No warrior he, but among women brave. 

Pylades, Then have thy woes ihdlr full weight; thou must die. 
Onsks, First the d«:iamg vole must pass against us. 
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Pyiades. Deciding what ? I tremble as I ask. 

Orestes. Or life or death. Few words speak great events 
Pyiades. Fly then, and with thy sister leave this house ' 
Orestes. Seest thou the guards that close their weapons round? 
Pyiades. Each street I saw, each pass secured with arms 
Orestes. We are invested, like a sea-girt town. 

Pyiades. Mine also is misfortune, ruin mine. 

Orestes. Ruin ! From whence ? Thy ills augment my wo 
Pyiades. My father in his rage hath banished me. ^ ' 

Orestes. What, on some |)iiblic, or a |)rivate charge? 
Pyiades. As impious, aiding in thy motlier’s deatii. 

Orestes. Unhappy, shalt thou suffer in my ills ? 

Pyiades. I shall not, like the Spartan, shrink from them 
Orestes. Like mine, should Argos meditajt' thy death! 
Pyiades. They have no right; 1 am no subject here. 
Orestes. The many, when bad rulers |)r<>mpt to ill. 

Regard no rights. 

Pyiades. ^ But wlum good lead to good 

Their counsels well advisedbreathe tcmiperate wisdom 
Orestes. Well, be it so. Btit shall we now consult 
Our common good ? 

Propose iW irnporlimt theme. 
Orestes. To urge my plea before them. 

Vindicate 

Thy deed as righteous ? 


Orestes. Righteous, as avenduff 

My father’s blood. ® 

Jf^'^ades. Harshly, I ff.-ir, their brows 

Will frown upon thee. 

OresUs. _ KhotiUl l.'ar hold me mute, 

And yield me tame to tleatli ? 

Unmanly that. 

Ortstcs. What should I do ? 

jfylades. Hast thou, remaining here 

Prospect of safety ? 

Orestes. Safety <hv.'lls not here. 

Pyiades. In going hast thou hope ? 

Orestes. Should it take well, 

It might siicceed. 

lyiades.^ Attenija it lioldly then ; 

Go : if to die, ’tis nobler to tiie there. 

Orestes. My cause is just. 
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' Pylades, Would heaven they so may think 1 

Orestes. Thus I avoid the charge of guilty fear. 

Some one, indignant at my father's death, 

[ Perchance may pity me. 

[pylades. I see it all, 

And the bright lustre thy high birth throws round thee. 
Orestes. I will not stay, and like a coward slave 
[ Die tamely here. 

'iPylades. I praise thy noble spirit. 

Orestes. But to my sister shall we make this knovm? 

Pylades. No, I conjure thee. 

Orestes. She would be all tears 

Pylades. Avoid the omen then ; in silence go ; 

Nor let her grief unseasonably detain thee. 

Orestes. Yet one distress afflicts me ; should the Furies 
Foiise all their terrors, and affright my soul. 

Pylades. My care shall watch around thee, 

Orestes. To attend 

A man disordered thus, to guard, to hold him, 

Is an unpleasing office. 

Pylades. ^ But for thee 

Delightful to my love. 

Orestes. Yet have a care 

Lest my contagious frenzy seize on thee. 

IPy lades. No more of Irenzy. 

'prestes. Wilt thou not be shocked 

I At this hard task ? 

Pylades. No office shocks a friend. 

\0restes. Be thou my pilot then. 

Wy^ades. A welcome charge 

presies. And guide my foot.steps to my father's tomb 
I That I may pour my supplications there, 

; And move his shade to aid me. 

Pylades. Pious this, 

^ And just 

r restes. But from my mother^s lead me far : 

Let me not see it. 

pdades. All is hostile there. 

^ But haste thee, ere the fatal vote be passed. 

Lean on me, let me throw my arm around thee, 

Thus hold thee, thus support thy feeble limbs, 

And bear thee through the crowd of gazing eyes 
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Regardless. Where shall friendship show its faith 
If now in thy afflictions I forsake thee? ' 

Orestes, This is to have a friend : compared to this 

What are the ties of blood ? The man who melts 
With social sympathy, though not allied, 

Is than a thousand kinsmen of more worth. 

Chorus. 

Strophe, 

Th’ exalted state, th’ imperial power, 

Which spread o^er Greece its ample sway, 
And, girt with war, on the barbaric shore 
Taught the proud streams of Simois to obey, 
Withdraw their glories. Discord (as of old 
Fierce ^midst the sons of Tantalus she rose, 

And for the rich ram fleeced with gold 
Prepared the feast of horrid woes, 

Whence Vengeance bared the flaming sword, 
And blood for blood remorseless poured) 
Now through the house of Atreus lords it wide, 

And filled with carnage swells her sanguine pride, ■ 

Antistrophe^ 

Honour is honour now no more, 

Since with fierce rage he dared invade 
His parentis breast, and, his hand stained with gore,. 
Waved to the golden sun his crimson blade, 

111 actions are displeasing to the skies, 

And moon-eyed Folly marks them for licr own, 
Heardst thou not Clytemnestra's cries, 

Her thrilling .shrieks, her dying moan? 

The mother by the son to bleed I 
Ah, dare not : *tis an im|)iuus deed: 

Nor, in wild reverence to thy father's name, 

Blot with eternal infamy thy fame I 


£p&di* 

Is there in all heaven^s angry store 
Misfortune, sorrow, sickness, pain. 
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Is there an ill that racks, that torturesS more 
Than by th’ , impitying son the parent slain? 

Ah spare, unhappy youth, thy mother spare !— 

Tis done : like vultures see the Furies rise, 

And rend his soul with wild despair : 

See how he rolls his haggard eyes 1 
When from her gold-embroidered vest 
Suppliant she bared her heaving breast, 
Ahjcouldst thou strike?— He struck.— 0 deed abhorred! 
And ruthless in her bosom plunged the sword. 

Electra, Chorus, 

Ekdra. Ye virgins, hath the poor Orestes, struck 

With inadiuLss from the gods, rushed from the house ? 

Chorus. Not so ; but to tlT assembled state of Argos 
He gotis, resolved to strive in this hard contest, 
Where life to him and thee, or death’s the prize. 

Ekctra, Ah me, what hath he done ? Who counselled this ? 

Chorus. Pyladt^s. But this messenger will tell thee 
All that hath i>aHsed touching thy brother there, 

IvIlCSSKNUER, EUPXrTRA, ChORUS. 

Mm. Unhappy daughter of that mighty chief, 

Who k‘cl the powers of Greece, revered Electra, 

How shall iny tongue disclose this tale of woe? 

Ekcira. Ah nu; I We are no more. Thy falt’ring voice 
In broken accents speaks the tragic tale. 

j/m. hi veil so : the fatal .sentence is pronounced. 

This day thy brother and thyself must die. 

Ekcira. Long have my fears, presaging this event, 

With mournful expectation sunk my heart. 

Bui was there no debate ? Whose ruling voice 
Procured this sentence ? Tell me, good old man, 
Ann limy their hands with stones ? Or by the sword 
1'ogcthcr sink we in one common death? 

Mm. I left iny rural cottage, and the gates 

Of Argoi entered, wdth fond wish to learn 
'I'o thee and to Orestes what had chanced, 

Prompted by that high reverence which I bore 
'rhy father; for hit house supported, me, 

Though poor, yet not unfwthful Soon I saw 
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The thronging people hurry to tluit height 
Where, as they say, /h:gyptus gave them seats 
When Danaus was adjudged to punishment. 
Astonished at the sigiit, 1 a.slced if war 
New threat’ning roused the city thus ; an Argive 
Gave answer, “Scest thou not Orestes there? 

He goes to plead his cause ; and life or death 
Hangs on his voice.'' I k)okctd, and near me saw^ 
0 piteous spectacle !— what lea.st I hoped 
To see, thy brother : as he walked, his eyes 
Fixed on the ground, his fever- wc^akened limbs, 
Supported by his friend, who.se faithful care, 
Touched with like grief, guidtsl his feeble steps, 
Soon as th' assembly sate, tht‘ hcu’ald's voice 
Proclaimed free spetuii to all who willed to speak, 
Whether Orestes for Ids motlmr sjain 
Should die, or not. Talthybius hrst arose, 

Who with thy hither stornual the towers of 'iVoy^ 
Double and dark his spee<in as one who lives 
The slave of greatness : tu tliy lathtu’ high 
Ilespcct he paid, but to thy brtuheu’s praise 
Silent, in honourable terms invulvrfl 
Plis ill intent, as that Im mochiltn! laws 
'Gainst parents not beseeming ; ^hut his eye 
Always glancaul cheerful on Hsgistlius' frinuis: 

For such their nature ; the warm sliiae of ftirtum 
Allures Ihcm, va.s.Hals to the ritii and grrat* 

Next rose the royal Diometle : his voice 
Allowed not death, hut exile, to atone 
The deed. Discordant claminirs echoed round, 
As approbation prompted or dislike. 

An Argive, not an Argive, next arose, 

His birth l)arbaric, of licentious longtiCi 
Presumptuous, turbulent, and prompt to lead 
With empty noise the {wpukce to ill : 

Pk)r the smooth tongue, llml citiirins tc^ misrliicf, bears 
A piistilcnt power ; whilst Wisdom, aiming still 
At virtue, brinp its honourahle thcHight, 

Though late, to glorious iwim. Her voice 
Authority, that owes its best ifmce to m 
Should counteimncci and check the ftdious loupe. 
Thii wretch, subomad by Ty iitianiii clamoured M 
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For death, the harshest death, involving thee 
In the same ruin. But another rose 
Of different sentiment ; no sightly gaud, 

But one in whose plain form the eye might note 
A manly, free, direct integrity, 

Tempered with prudence : one who rarely joined 
The city circles, in his small domain, 

Which his own culturing hand had taught to smile, 
Passing in honest peace his blameless days. 

His voice to Agamemnon's son decreed 
A crown, his noble father who avenged 
By slaying that abandoned impious woman, 

Whose vile deeds checked the soldier’s generous 
flanm ; 

For who in distant fields, at honour’s call, 

Would wield his martial arms, if in his absence 
Pollution stain his wife, and his pure bed 
Be made a foul sty of adulterous lust ? 

The virtuous all approved, Orestes now, 

Pniventing further argument, advanced, 

And thus addressed them : “Ye illustrious Argives, 
Who from a line of ancient heroes draw 
Your higlvborn race, to vindicate your honour, 

Not less than to avenge my father's death, 

I did this deed I For should the husband’s blood 
Leave on the wife’s hand no foul stain, full soon 
'Phe purple tide would flow, or you must sink — 

0 simme to nmnliood I — ^vile slaves to your wives. 
Now she, that to my father’s bed was false, 

Hath died for it. If you require my life, 

The law hath lost its force ; and who shall say 
His own life is secure, as these bold deeds 
Ifrom frequency draw force and mock at justice ? 
These truths were lost in air ; and that vile talker, 
Whose malice called for death to both, prevailed. 
Harsh was the sentence, and tlP unhappy youth 
Scarce gained this sad indulgence, leave to die 
his own hand this day. Thou too must die. 

Him from th’ assembly Pylades with tears 

1 .cads this way, by a few, a faithful few, 
Accompanied, whose eyes, melting with pity 
Rain bitter dew. He comes, a dismal sight 
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To pierce thy soul with grief.^ But haste, prepare 
The sword : thou too must die : thj hig’i-bom rao 
Avails not, nor the Oracle of Phoebus, 

Whose fatal answer brings destruction on you. 
Chorus, Why, miserable virgin, dost thou bend 

Thy clouded eye to th’ earth ? Why silent thus ? 
Give thy griefs voice, and let thy sorrows flow. 

Electra. 

Strophe, 

Yes, I will let my sorrows flow, 

And give to grief the melancholy strain, 

And, as the mournful notes complain 
With all the heartfelt agony of woe. 

These hands my bleeding cheeks shall tear. 

And beat this head in wild despair, 

Devoted to the queen, that rules beneath 
The realms of darkness and of death. 

Daughters of Argos, with loud shrieks deplore 
The house of Atreus, now no more. 

Fallh, by too severe a fate, 

From the proud glories of its splendent state. 

Antisirophe, 

Low, low they lie, th^ imperial line, 

Th’ imperial race of Pelops vanished, gone ; 

No trace remains, no name, no son ; 

Their vaunted honours in the dust decline. 

From envious gods these ruins come, 

And the harsh city’s bloody doom. 

Short is the day of life, each little hour 
With toils, with mis’ries clouded o’er ; 

Should bright’ning hope, to cheer the troubled day, 
Pour through the gloom a transient ray, 

Fate comes, and o’er the darkened scene 
Spreads the deep horrors of its dreary reign. 

Epode. 

Oh for an eagle’s wing, whose rapid flight 
Might bear me to th’ ethereal height. 

Where to Olympus fixed the golden chain 
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Suspends the ponderous, trembling mass : 

There should roy woe-wild notes complain 
To the hoar author of my race. 

From Tantalus our lineage springs, 

A mighty race of sceptred kings : 

Great as they are, ^around them wait 
The vengeful ministers of fate ; 

Since Pelops, with impetuous force, 

Lashed his proud steeds, and urged their fiery course ; 
And as the bounding wheels they bore 
Along Genestus* rocL-rough shore, 

Saw Myrtilus extended there, 

Hurled headlong from the rapid car ; 

With gloomy joy he smikai, and gave 

Tlie amngkul liml>s to stain the foaming wave. 

To Atrcus tlumcc ptTnicious came 
From Maia's son the fatal Ram, 

Who gave liis golden fieece to shine 
Destructive, a destructive sign. 

Heia.^e, Discord, hence thy ht>rrid deeds 
Startled the stm’s indignant steeds ; 

Back to the East tliey wing their way, 

And meet the Mo^^^s affrighted ray ; 

The Pleiads, hast’ning to advance, 

Start ba<‘k, and change their sevenfold dance 
Hence false Aerope in honeyed smiles 
Concealed her wanton, ruinous wiles ; 

Hence to Thyestcs' horrid feast 
Came slauglUc^r, a tremendous guest; 

And, her hand reeking with my fathers blood, 

Draws from my heart the purple flood. 

Clmis. But see thy brother, by the Argive state 

('ondcmned to bleed, advances slow; and with him 
'Ilic faithful Pylades, with a brothers love, 

Shares in his griefs, and guides his feeble steps* 

Electea, Oeestss, PvnABES, Choeus. 

tkdra. Ah me, my brother! Whilst I yet behold,, thee 
liCt mo indulge my grief, ^ ere yet the tomb,' 

Yet ere the solemn pyre m its black shade . 

11 
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Wraps our dead limbs, let me indulge tny grief, 
My frentic grief ; fix my fond eyes upon thee * 
That never, never must behold thee more. 

Orestes. Wilt thou not cease these womanish wailings, 
This harsh decree with silence, and abide, ^ 
Firmly abide the rigour of our fate ? 

El&cira. Can I be silent, when our eyes no more 
Shall see yon golden sun’s irradiate light ? 

Orestes. Kill me not thou ; forbear ! Enough of death 
Have I already from the hands of Argos. 

Electra. Thy youth I mourn, and thy untimely death • 
Life was thy due, when, ah ! thou art no more.^ 
Orestes. Now by the gods, throw not this softness round n:» 

Nor make th’ unmanly tear drop at our woes. 
Ekctra. We die ; and shall the tear not flow ? That dew 
Pity will shed o’er the lost joys of life. 

Orestes. This day must we needs die ; prepare we then 
The sword, or other instrument of death. 

Ekctra. My brother, do thou kill me; let no Argive 

Touch with his rude hand Agamemnon’s daughter. 
Orestes. No; in thy mother’s blood I have enough; 

I shed not thine ; but by thy own hand die. 
Ekctra. I will ; and not desert thy honest sword. 

But let me throw my fond arms round thy neck. 
Orestes. Vain is the joy, if yet it be a joy, 

In death to soothe thee with a last embrace. 
Ekctra. My brother ! O that dearest, best-loved name, 
Dear to thy sister, partner of my soul I 
Orestes. Why wilt thou melt me thus? And yet I msb, 
Returning thy embrace, to fold thee close, 

Close in my arms ; nor modesty forbids ; 

It is my sister. Let me clasp thee then, 

And press thee to my bosom, fondly press thee. 
This sweet exchange of love is all our woes 
Allow us for the names of wedded joys. 

Ekctra. Oh, may the same sword end us, the same tomb 
Close in its cedar hearsement our cold limbs I 
Orestes. That would be joy; but destitute of friends 
Who shall inurn us in one common tomb ? 
jE/a'/ra. Did Menelaus my father then betray ? 

Did not the wretch plead earnest for thy life ? 
Orestes. He durst not show his false eye ; but, his hopes 
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Fixed on the sceptre, feared to save his friends. 

But let us in our death give shining proof 
Of our illustrious birth ; my hand shall show 
My high nobility, and plunge the sword 
Intrepid through my breast : dare thou the like. 
Thou, Pylades, be umpire of our death ; 

With decent care compose our breathless limbs, 

And lay them in my father's sepulchre. 

Farewell 1 I go to execute the deed. 

Pylades. Yet stay ; one charge against thee must I bring, 
Shouldst thou but hope I would survive thy death. 
Orestes. And what avails it that thou die with me ? 
pylades. Without thy converse what can li.fe avail ? 

Orestes. Thou hast not slain thy mother: I slew mine. 

/ Pylades. I shared tlie deed : the suffring I should share. 
Orestes. Oh, save thee for thy father; die not with me : 
Thou hast a country ; that name’s lost to me : 

Thou hast a father’s house, hast greatness, wealth. 

If this ill-fated maid, whom to thy arms, 

"Ilie sanction of our friendship, I betrothed— 

If she be lost, some other nuptial bed 
Awaits to bless thee with a father’s joys. 

Our dear relation is no more: my friend, 

Thou, whose sweet converse was my soul's delight, 
Farewell ! For thee the joys of life remain ; 

To us they wither in the shade of death. 

Pylades. Wide from my honest purpose dost thou stray. 

’May not the fertile earth, nor the bright air 
Receive my blood, if ever I forsake thee, 

'Fo spare myself if ever I forsake thee. 

Together I designed, together wrought 

1’hy mother’s death, which draws this fate on thee ; 

Together will I die with thee, and her: 

I }car to my soul, affianced to my bed, 

I deem her as mjr wife. Should I return 
To Delphi, the high citadel of Phocis, 

Dare I name honour, if united thus, 

Whilst fortune favoured your high state, but now 
The false friend shrink from your adversity? ' 

Not so : those things demand my deep regard. 

Yet, ere we die, some measures let us form 
T' afflict with grief the heart of Menelaus. 
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OresUs. Let me see that, my friend, then let me die! 

jPylades, Be then advised, and let the keen sword wait. 
Orestes, Shall then my just revenge burst on his head? 
Fylades. No more : these women ; I distrust their faith. 
Orestes, They are all truth, all friendship ; fear them not 
Fylades. Let us slay Helen : that would grieve his soul. ' 
Orestes. How? I approve it, be it nobly done. 

Fylades. Let the sword end her : in thy house she lurks. 
Orestes, She doth, and seals its treasures for her own. 
Fylades, Espoused to Pluto she will seal no more. 
Orestes. But how, around her that barbaric train ? 

Fylades. What are they ? For the Phrygians nought I dread, 
Orestes. Marshals of mirrors and ccjsmetic wa.shcs. 
Fylades, Brings she these Trojan gew'gaws hack to Greece? 
Orestes. Greece ! 'Tb a paltp' -^pot ; she hivathea iiot in it 
Fylades. Well may the free disdain a lujst of .slavos. 
Orestes, T achieve this dead, twice would I die with joy. 
Fylades. Twice would 1 die, nhghl I thy vengc'tmce aid,' 
Orestes. Disclose thy j)urpose, ami accoinplisii it. 

Fylades, We enter, as in readintiss to die. 

Orestes, Thus far I compreiuaui thro, but no more, 
J^dades, To her with h)ud lamenLs bewail our fate. 
Orestes, T extort the tear, tht>ugh lier heart buuiub with joy. 
Fylades, This be her hour : tlm next may we enjoy, 
Orestes. How then to execute the destined deed? 
Fylades, Bear we our swords ctaieealed beneath our vests, 
Orestes, But can destruction reach her hnkist her train? 
j^dades. Confined apart nouglit shall that ertnv avail 
Orestes, And if one tiares to clanunir, let him die, 
Fylades, In that th^ immediate exigence will guitle us. 
Orestes, The death of Helen then, that ii the word. 
Jtylades, Agreed. That honour dictates this, now liear. 
To draw the sword against a virtuous woman 
Would blot our names with infamy, I ler blood 
All Greece demands, for sons, for fiithcrs slam 
In her cursed cause, for the deep sigh tliat rends 
The widowed nmtroifs deiolahstl heart. 

Shouts of applause would rend the air, thick fires 
Bte to the gods, and many a fervent pniyc^r 
, Draw blessinp on our htmtli» No longer called 
The murderer of thy mother, thou ihidt hear . 
Th* applauding voice of Greece with triumph Ml tliee 
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Revenger of the mischief-working Helen. 

What, shall the treacherous Menelaus then smile, 
Proud of his high success ; and, whilst thy father, 
Thyself, thy sister fall, thy motlier too, 

(But I forbear ; for honour at her name 
Dims its pale fires,) seize thy rich-treasured house 
As his inheritance, and in amorous folds 
Clasp his fair wife, by Agamemnon's spear 
Recovered to his arms ? Let me not live, 

If I not draw the gloomy sword against her. 

Failing in this, well set the house on flames, 

And nobly in the blazing ruins die. 

One must succeed : the glory shall be ours 
To die with honour, or with honour live. 

Chorus, This guilty fair, a scandal to her sex, 

Merits th' abhorrence of each virtuous dame. 

Orestes. Life hath no blessing like a prudent friend, 

Than treasured wealth more precious, than the power 
Of monarchs, and the people's loud applause. 

Thou on /Kgisthus guidedst my just rage, 

Nor in my clangers wast thou absent : now 
Thou givst me vengeance on mine enemies, 

Nor shrinks thy firm foot back. But I forbear 
Nor with intemperate praise thine ear offend. 

I will not tamely die, but in my fall 
Pull ruin on my foes : they too shall weep, 

The traitors ,* they shall have their share of woe. 

Th’ illustrious Agamemnon was my sire, 

Imperial chief of Greece i no tyrant he. 

But clothed with th' awful power of the just gods. 

I will not blot his splendours, like a slave 
Crouching to death ; but with a liberal pride 
Throw life away, first glorying in revenge. 

Whichever succeeds, we triumph : yet if thence 
Despair force safety, if the sword should glance 
F rom us and wound their breasts, I have my wish. 
Transport is in the thought, and the light words, 

I Charged with no costly pleasure, soothe my soul. 
^^kctra. And this suggests a thought which lifts my mind 
[ To hope success and saifety to us all. 

"^resies. The prescience of a god inspires thy voice. . 

But how ? Oh say, for wisdom too js thine, ■ 
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Electra, Then hear ; and thou, my brother, mark my 

Orestes, Speak: there is pleasure in the hope of good 

Electra, The daughter of this Helen dost thou know? 

Orestes, The fair Hermione, our mother's charge ? 

Eiectra. She now is gone to Clytemnestra's tomb. 

Orestes. With what intent? Thy words awaken hope. 

Eiectra. To pour libations for her mother there. 

Orestes, As means of safety dost thou tell me this ? 

Eiectra. Her, when she enters, as an hostage seize. 

Orestes. And what relief can thy thoughts hope from her? 

Eiectra. If Menelaus shall for his slaughtered wife 
Attempt revenge on thee, or me, or him 
(For the close bond of friendship makes us one) 
Tell him that thou wilt kill Hermione, 

And hold the drawn sword to the virgin's breast: 
If trembling for his daughter, when he sees 
His wife all welt'ring in her blood, he saves 
. Thy life, the virgin give him back unhurt. 

But should his wild ungovernable rage 
Demand thy life, plunge deep th’ unpitying steel. 
Yet I am well assured his rage, though fierce 
At first, will soften soon \ for Nature formed him 
Nor bold, nor brave : this then I deem the fort 
That guards our lives. You have what I advise. 

Orestes. Thou excellence, that to the form divine, 

The sweet attractive charm of female grace, 

Hast joined a manly spirit, shalt thou die? 

Shalt thou, my friend, deplore her loss, with whom, 
Accomplished as she is, a life of love 
Were happiness supreme ? 

Py lades. Would heaven indulge 

My warm wish, tow'red Phocis should receive her, 
With golden Hymen smiling in our train. 

Orestes. When will Hermione return? Our toils, 

If we can take the young one, must succeed, 

And gloriously entangle the old savage. 

Eiectra. Each moment, such the distance, I expect her, 

Orestes. 'Tis well. My sister, my Eiectra, wait 

Here, and receive the virgin. Let thine eye 
Keep wary watch; if friend, or partisan, 

Or e'en my father's brother to the house 
Approach to hinder us, some signal give, 
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Or beat the door, or raise thy shrilling voice. 

And now, my friend, still faithful to my toils, 

Address we to this great emprise, and entering 
Each with the sword of justice arm our hands. 

And thou, who in the gloomy house of night 
Hast thy sad dwelling, father, royal shade, 

Th)r son, Orestes, calls thee 1 At my prayers 
Assistant come :• for thee these sufferings fall 
Unjustly on my head, for my just deeds. 

Betrayed by thy base brother, ’gainst his wife 
My stern intents are bent : aid our revenge. 

Ekcira, Father, if in the realms beneath thou hear 
Thy children call, oh come 1 For thee we die. 
fyladcs^ Spirit of Agamemnon, kindred shade, 

Hear me too, hear thy suppliant : save thy children ! 
Omks. I slew my motlier. 

Pylades. My hand touched the sword. 

Ekcira. And my bold counsels prompted to the deed. 
Onstes. T’ avenge tlu.5e, father. 

Ekcira. Nor did I betray thee. 

P)dadfs, Hear this, indignant shade, and save thy children 1 
Orestes. Accept tlF' oblation of these tears. 

Electra. Accept 

These groans. 

Pylades. Now cease ; and haste we to the deed. 

If to the realms beneath prayers wing their way, 

He lu^ars. Thou Jove, our great progenitor, 

Awfully just, to him, to me, to her 
Extend tliy guardian power ; this trinal band 
One caus(‘, one safety, or one ruin joins : 

We live together or together die. 

ElECTRA, ChO'RUS; 

Ekctra. Virgins of liigli Fclasgian race, 

Acliaia’s pride, Mycenae’s grace I 
Chorus, Why, royal maid, these plaintive strains? 

'Fhat name, that title yet remains. 

Ekctra. Divide, divide 1 With careful view' 
i Watch you the street, the entrance you. 

\Chrus. And why to us this task assigned^? 

Unfold, sweet friend, unfold thy mind. 
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Electra. Lest any, standing near the gate, 

Find in this scene of blood her fate. 

Semi- /. Haste, to your stations quickly run : 

My watch be towards the rising sun. 

Semi* II* mine with cautious care addrest 
To where he sinks him in the west. 

Electra^ Now here, now there, now far, now nigh, 

Quick glancing dart th’ observant eye. 

Semi* I* With fond affection we obey. 

Our eyes quick glancing ev’ry way. 

Elecira, Glance through that length of hair, which flows 
Light waving o’er your shaded brows. 

Semu I This way a man comes hast’ning down ; 

His garb bespeaks some simple clown. 

Electra. Undone, undone, should he disclose 

These couched, armed lions to their foes. 

Semi. I* He passes on, suppress thy fear, 

And all this way again is clear. 

Electra, to 2nd Semichorus. 

And that way doth no footstep rude 
Disturb the wished-for solitude ? 

Semi. II* This way no rude step beats the ground, 

But all is still, all safe around. 

Electra* Patience exhausted bears no more : 

Near will I listen at the door, 

Favoured with silence, why so slow 
To let the purple torrent flow ? 

Blinded by beauty’s dazzling ray 
Do your charmed swords refuse t’ obey? 

They hear not. Roused at these alarms 
Some Argive soon will rush in arms ; 

And in her aid vindictive spread 
Horror and ruin on our head. 

Watch, virgins, watch with strictest care, 

Repose hath nothing to do here. 

Chorus. With transverse watch our heedful eye 
Each various way- 

Helena. lo, Pelasgian Argos, I am slain ! [ WiiUk 

Electra* HsLxk ! Their bold hands are in the bloody act 
It was the cry of Helena, I deem. 
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Chorus, 0 Jove, eternal power, hear us, and ever 
Protect our friends ! 

geiena. My dearest Menelaus, 

I die 1 Where art thou ? Fly, oh fly to save me ! 
Electa, Kill, slay, strike, wound, dispatch, destroy : 

With iron smiles of gloomy joy 
Plunge (le(‘p the huge tempestuous blade, 

For blood, for death, for carnage made, 

Deep in lu^r breast. She basely fled 
Her falher’.s hou.se, lier husband’s bed : 

Plence many a Greek in battle slain 
Lies inould’ring on the Phrygian plain : 

Plence, to call forth the bursting tear, 

The arrowy shower, the luirtling spear, 

An<l heiK'ii Sc'amandcr’s silver flood 
Whirls his swoln (Hi<ii<\s stained with blood* 

Chorus, 1 lark 1 luirk 1 I hear the sound of feet ; 

'fhe marble pavenuuU now they beat 
EUctra, Whilst slauglUer is at work, my virgin friends, 
llermionc cotucs : ct^ase we the measure then : 

She walks into otir toils, a goodly pri^e. 

Silent resume your stations ; fixed your eye, 

Let not your (Countenance betray the deed 
My eye shall take again its inoumful cast, 

As unacipuiintcd with this havoc here* 

IIkrmiomk, Klectra, Choots* 

''Ekcira, I^’rom Glylemnestra’s tomb comest thou, virgin 
Thy hallowcil ofTerings and libations paid ? 

Esrm, 1 have appeased her shade* But from this house 
The voitce loud lament ere my approach 
StriK'k my astonished car : it makes me tremble. 
'Mdra, Well it l)eseems us s we have cause for cries* 
\Hemk Be thy voice tuned to good. Is there aught new ? 
Wictra, Orcste.s* and myself are doomed to die. 

\Herm, Be it not so, by blcaad to me allied I 

Eiectra, Necessity lays its iron yoke on us. 

fferm, For this did these laments sound from the house? 

£kctra, Suppliiuit at Helen’s feet he raised the cry. 

Mm, Who ? For my knowlccl|^© on thy words depends. 
Mkcira, I'he pK>or Orestes, for hii life and mine. 
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Herm, Just cause for lamentation hath this house» 

Ekctra. Can nature know a stronger? But come thou, 
Join in the supplication of thy friends, * 

Fall at thy mother’s knees— how blest her state U 
That Menelaus allow not that we die. 

O thou, who from my mother's hand receivdst 
Thy infant nurture, look with pity on us, 

Our woes alleviate, to the trial go : 

My foot shall k^ad, sweet proj) of all our hopes! 
Eerm, And willingly 1 k>ilow : if my voice, 

My prayers, my power avail, ye sliali not die. 
Ekctra, You there within tlie house, ye anmid friends, 
Will you not seize your prey ? 

Hmft, Alg who are these 

Terrible to mine eye ! 

Orestes. No noise, no cry! [Advancing, 

To us, not to thyself, thou hring^tsl safety. 

Ekctra, Here, seize her, seize h«*rl 'Vo her trembling 
breast 

Point your keen swords, and awt» her into silence, 
Let Menelaus perceive he hatii found men, 

Not Phrygian slavtas : men, whose bold spirits 
dare 

Retort his foul wrongs on his own head. 

l lead kr off, 

Now, my loved virgins, raise your voices high; 
Before the house ring out the* ruttes of wor, 

That this lK)ki deed .spread no alunn, uav call 
Th* astonished Argives to these royal gales, 

Till I see Helen rolling in her hkaxl, 

Or from the slaves attending ktarn her fate. 

Chorus, Justice unsheathed her awful sword, 

And Vengeance snatrhe<i it from her hand: 
From heaven hut rupiti tlight she pounsl, 

And plunged in Helen's breast the gliu’ring brand 
For this accursed, this fatal tair 
Filled Orecce with many a nunirnftil tear, 
Since the pernicknis Phrygian buy 
Enamoured bore her wanton charms to Troy. 
Hush, hush 1 the palace door rcscnmds ; break off, 
A Phrygian slave comes forth : learn we horn him 
' What fate hath wrought within. 
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Pheygian, Chorus. 

'Pliry. The Grecian sword from death I fled, 

In these barbaric sandals was my flight, 

Climbing the pillar’s sculptured head, 

And o’er the cedar rafter’s height : 

For th’ unkind earth refused to save 
A flying, a barbaric slave. 

Whither, ah, whither shall I fly ? 

Oh say, ye virgin stnuigers, say, 

Mount the grey regions of the sky, 

Or through the foaming billows dash my way, 
Where, the finn globe encircling wide, 

Vexed Ocean rolls his roaring tide ? 

Chorus. Secant of Helen, Phrygian, whence these cries? 
Phry. 0 Ilium, Ilium ! Woe, woe, woe 1 

Ye towers, the fertile Phrygia’s stately boast f 

0 sacred Ida’s pine-crowned brow 1 

1 mourn, I mourn your glories lost : 

For you these doleful notes complain, 

A mournful, a barbaric strain. 

From Leda’s egg, the Swan her sire, 

The beauteous, baleful Helen rose ; 

Whose eye on heaven-built Troy glares fire, 

And the rich seat of Ganymede o’erthrows : 

Hence flows, for chiefs, for heroes slain, 

The mournful, the barbaric strain. 

Chorus. No longer hold us in suspense ; relate 

Each circumstance : conjecture errs from truth. 
Phry. It is the song of death ; your pardon then 
That I indulg^ed the melancholy strain. 

In Asia with barbaric voice we raise 

These notes of woe, when by the ruthless sword 

The blood of kings is shed upon the earth. 

But to my tale. Of lion port came in 
Two of your Grecians : father to the one ■ 

Th’ illustrious leader of your troops i and one 
The son of Strophius, of deep reserve, 

And dang’rous, dark design ; such was the chief 
Of Ithaca, but faithful to his friends, 

In battle bold, and in the works of war 
Of sage experience ; as a dragon fierce. 

Perdition on bis silence, whidh concealed 
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Designs of death. Together they advanced 

To the bright queen whom Paris called his wife, 
Their eyes suffused with tears, humble their mi4 
And at her knees, on each side one, they fell ’ 
Besieging her. Back start the slaves, back starts 
Each Phrygian minister, some fearing fraud, 

More unsuspicious some, whilst others thought 
This dragon, crimson with Ins mother's blood, 

The beauteous Spartan in his toils enclosed, 
Chorus. Where then wast thou ? I ladst thou first fled througb 
fear? 

1 then was standing, in our Phrygian mode 
Was standing near, and with the; h^athered fan 
Raised the soft gales to breathe uptm her cheeks, 
In our barbaric rnotle, to bid their breath 
Sport in the ringleis of her waving hain 
l4er curious fingers guide the thrtmd, the s[>oils 
Of Phrygia, whose rich texture furnuHl the woof 
T adorn the purple pall, a uionrnful present 
To Clytemnestra. With mild voice Orestes 
Entreats her to arise, and go with him 
To an agediououred altar, in old times 
The seat of Pelops, his great ancestor, 

That she might hear his words, lie led her, ah! 
He led her 1 Unprophetic t>f her fate 
She followed. "Hie vile Phocian, hi.s compeer, , , 
Seized the occasion, and with stctrn ctmimand 
Bade us be gone ; tiicii, dragged 10 separate cells, 
Confined us from our royal mistress far. 

Chorus. What terrible event ensued ? Oh, say ! 

JFhfy. Goddess of Ida, potent, iKilcnt (|ut*en t 

What scenes of Wood, whai impmus deeds tlieseeyes, 
These eyes amidst the royal rooms beheld 1 
Each in his fierce Imnd grasped the sword concealed 
Beneath their purple vats, his fiery glance, 
Heedful of interruption, ckrting round ; 

Then, like two mountain lioars, hrhjre tlie queen 
They stood, and thundered, ** Thou shidt die, shaltdiej 
Thy coward hustmnd kills thee, who in Argos 
Betrays his brothePi family to thtath/* 

She shrieked aloud, and raising her white arm 
In miserable manner boat her head ; 
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Then bent her golden-sandalled feet to flight. 

But, rushing fierce, Orestes in her hair 
Locked his rude hand, and bending to the left 
Her head, prepared to plunge th’ impetuous 
sword 

Deep in her throat, 

Qhonis. Where were her Phrygians then? 

They ran, belike, on all sides to her aid. 

?hry. Housed by her cries we burst the bars, and each 
From forth his separate cell rushed to her aid. 

Some in their hasty hands snatched stones, some 
seized 

The beamy spear, th^ unwieldy falchion some : 
’Gainst us in dreadless rage the Phocian came, 
Fierce as the Trojan Hector, fierce its Ajax, 

Whose triple-crested fmlni I saw, I saw 
Dreadfully waving in the gates of Priam, 

Clashing our swords met his ; but then, oh then 
Was seen how weak, how spiritless our arms 
Opposed in fight against the force of Greece ; 

One hasty running, dying one, one gashed 
With wounds, wild with affright another bends 
Imploring mercy ; sheltering in the dark 
We fly, and all was terror, blood, and death. 

Just as th’ uplifted sword threatened to shed 
Her mother’s blood on th’ eartli, Ilerniione came; 
Swift with unhallowed rage they dart on her, 

And seize their trembling prey ; then turn again 
To execute the work of death on Helen, 

Meanwhile, O heaven I 0 earth I 0 day ! 0 night I 
Forth from the chamber through the vestibule, 
Whether by some enchantment, by the power 
Of magic, or the stealth of favoring gods, 

She vanished. What hath happened since I know 
not, 

Intent on hasty flight to mve myself. 

For all his toils, all his distressful toils,. 

.Barren return hath Menelaus received,^ 

And led his beauteous wife from Troy in vain. 

Chorus. Terror succeeds to terror ; for mine eyes 
Behold Orestes there before the house 
Walk with disordered pace, and grasp bis sword* 
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Orestes, Phrygian, Chorus. 

Orestes. Where is the slave, who this way fled my sword? 

J>hrv. Low at thy feet, such our barbaric use,^ 

Thus prostrate I implore thy mercy, king, 

Orestes. This is not Ilium, but the land of Greece, 
lu any land life to the wise is sweet. 

Orestes. Hast thou raised cries to call the Spartan’s aid? 

phry. Thee rather would I aid : more worthy thou. 

Orestes. This Helen then, with justice did she die? 

Phry. Most justly : had she three lives, she should fee 
them. 

Orestes. Thy servile fear smooths thy dissembling tongue. 

Phry. No. Should she live who wasted Greece ^ 
Troy? 

Orestes. Swear, I will kill thee else, thou fiatterest not. 

Phry. Now by my life I swear, sincerely swear. 

Orestes. Was the steel dreadful thus to all at Troy? 

Phry. Keep thy sword oif : near, it glares terror to me. 

Orestes. Freeze not to stone, as seen the Gorgon’s head. 

phry. Let me not die ; no Gorgon’s head I know. 

Orestes. Fears a slave death, the end of all his ills ? 

Phty. To slave or free sweet is the light of heaven. 

Orestes. Well urged : thy wisdom saves thee : go thou in, 

Ph^. Thou wilt not kill me then ? 

Orestes. In .safety go. 

Phr}K Thy words breathe music. 

Orestes. But I may retract 

This lenity. 

Phry. No music breathes in that. 

Orestes. Fool, if thou thinkst thy blood shall stain nj 
sword, i 

Nor woman thou, nor in the scale of men. 

To stop thy clamours came I ; Argos soon 
Is roused at every noise. For Menelaus 
We fear him not : our swords shall welcome him ; 
Let him then come, proud of his golden locks 
That wanton o’er his shoulders. Should he raise 
The men of Argos, and for Helen’s death 
Lead them against this house, and menace me, 

My sister, and my friend, he shall behold 
His daughter, with his wife, welt’ring in blood. 
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CHORtrs. 

Semt- /. Other horrors, other woes 

Rise this royal house t' enclose, 

Semu //. Haste we then to spread th’ alarm 
Or keep silence, shunning harm ? 

Serm- /* See the sudden smoke arise, 

Waving tidings to the skies ! 

S€ml If- From the torch that dusky wreath 
Threatens ruin, flames, and death. 

Cho?ni$. What event the gods assign, 

Mortal, to submit is thine. 

Here some stern relentless power 
Bade the horrid ruin roar, 

When the blood-stained car beneath 
Myrliliis lay rolled in death. 

But see, with hasty step the Spartan comes, 
Informed, belike, of these rough deeds of death. 
Quick, quick, ye royal youths— make fast these gates, 
Prevent the foe ; for to th* unfortunate, 

Like thee, Orestes, dreadful are the wrongs 
Of insolent and rude prosperity. 

Mknelaus hdow , Orestes, Pvlades, Euectra, 
IIkrmionk Chorus. 

Mene, I heard the horrid and atrocious deeds 
Of these two lions, men I call them not ; 

My wife not dead, I hear, but disappeared. 

This idle rumour I received from one, 

Bewildered with his fears ; the bitter scoff, 

The artifice of him that slew his mother. 

Open the gates here : slaves, I speak to you, 

Unbar the gates, that I at least may save 
My daughter fnm their bloody hands, and bear 
My poor lost wife away, whose murderers 
This vengeful hand should recompense with death. 
Orestes. Stand off I forbear! Spartan, I speak to thee 
Towering in pride I ^ Dare but to touch the gate, 

' I will rend down this ancient pinnacle 
That crowns tli© battlements, and crush thy head. 
Tliio gates are shut, and barricadoed strong, 

To guard m% fVom thy efforts and thy friends*. 
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Mene. Ha ! what is this ? What mean theso "blazing torches? 
Why on the battlements tbis station- feed ? 

Why^ at my daughter’s bosom points that sword? 
Orestes. Is it thy will to question, or to hea.r me? 

Mene. Neither; but by compulsion I must bear thee. 
Orestes. Be thou assured, thy daughter I vtrill kill. 

Mene. Thou hast killed Helen ; thou sbed more bloods 

Orestes. Would I had killed her, nor the beguiled me? 

Mene. Her murder dost thou taimtingly dony ? 

Orestes. With sorrow I deny it : ’^twas my wish. 

Mene. What to have done? Tby words e:x:cite my fear. 
Orestes. To sacrifice this baleful pest of G-ir<3ece. 

Mene. Give me the body, that I may entomb it. 

Orestes. Ask of the gods : but I will kill tby daughter, 
Mene. The mother slain, wilt thou add blood to blood? 
"Oresfes. T avenge my father ; yet betrayed by thee. 

Mene. Art thou not sated with tby mother^'s blood? 
Orestes. Never, with punishing such impioxxs women. 
Mene. And art thou, Pylades, accomplice with him? 
Orestes. His silence speaks : sufficient my roply. 

Mene. But short thy joy, unless thou fly on wings. 

Orestes. We will not fly : but wre will fire tbe house. 

Mene. Thy father’s royal seat in ruins sinlc 3 
Orestes. That it may ne’er be thine : and a.t the flames 
Her will I sacrifice. 

Mene. Ay, kill her, do ; 

I will have vengeance, ample vengea-uce on thee. 
Orestes. Thus then. 

Mene. Ah, stay thee ! do not, do not kill her! 

Orestes. Be silent now, and with composure bear 

Th’ afflictions, which witb justice li^bt on thee. 
Mene. IVhat, is it justice then tbat thou sbouldst live ? 
Orestes. Live! Ay, and reign. 

Mene. Where wouldst thou reign? 

Orestes. In Argos, 

Pelasgian Argos. 

Mene. At the sacred rites 

Well would those hands the cleansing lavers touch. 
And wherefore not ? 

Mene. And, ere tbo spear is raised, 

Offer the hallowed victim. 1 

Orestes. Dost not thou? 
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gifie. And well : my hands are pure. 

Omies, But not thy heart. 

gene. Who will hold converse with thee ? 

Orestes. He that loves 

His father. 

gene. too, who reveres his mother ? 

Orestes. Happy his state. 

gene. ^ Unhappy then is thine. 

Orestes. Because such impious women I abhor. 
gene. Take, from my daughter's bosom take thy sword. 
Orestes. False are thy words. 

gne. My daughter wilt thou kill ? 

Orestes. Now thou speakst truth. 

gene. ^ Ah me, what shall I do ? 

' Orestes. Go to the Argives, and persuade them 

gene. What 

Shall I persuade them ? 

Orestes. ^ Ask the state to spare 

Our live.s. 

gene. Or you will kill my daughter ? 

Orestes. Ay. 

Unhappy Helen ! 

Orestes. Am not I unhappy ? 

gene. From Troy I brought thee to be butchered here. 
Orestes. Would it were so I 

gene. After a thousand toils 

Orestes. But not for me. 

gene. These dreadful ills fall on me. 

Orestes. Thou hacist no will to serve me. 
gene. Thou bast caught me. 

Orestes. No : by thy baseness thou htet caught thyself. 

But go, Elcctra, fire the house below : 

And thou, my Pylades, my faithful friend, 

Set from these Imttleinents the roof on fire. 
gem* Arm, arm, ye sons of Ctreece I ye warlike Argives, 

Fly to my aid. Despair of life, and guilt 
Htaincd with his mother's blood, prompt his bold hand 
In one wide ruin to involve the city* 

AFOttO* 

Cease, Menelaus, forbear this fiery rage : 
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And thou, Orestes, whose iij^lirted sword 
Threatens that virgiir’s liie, forbear, and hear. 

Her whom thy rage, to work him woe, assailed, 
This radiant form in tissued clouds enshrined ’ 
Snatched iTom thy sword I saved ; such thecoma 
Of heaven's liigh king : his beauteous progeny ^ 
Soars above mortal fate, and orl^al in heaven 
Immortal 'midst her kindrod stars she shines, 
Beaming kind inlluence on the mariners. 

Lead to thy royal house another wife ; 

Since by her beauty the just gods awoke 
'Twixt Greece anti Trt>y the nigt; of war, to free 
The groaning earth from impitius multitudes. 

Such is the fate of Helm, d’hou, Orestes, 
Quitting this country, in barrhasias plains 
For one revolving year ihy tlwclling hx, 

And give the place thy name ; that honour share 
With A/.an and with Areas. ba:;s iVt)m thence 
To Athens ; lucre against th(‘ l^'urics urge 
Thy plea, aetput thee of thv nuuher’s blood: 
There in that awful court tie: gods shall sit 
Thy judges ; anti thy just cause shall |)revaiL 
Her, at whost: throat thy ang,jy .swonl was pointed 
The gods <iecree thv wife : though Pyrrhus dreams 
Of nuptial joys, the Delphic .sword awaits him; 

My vengeance on Adiilles this <ienuinds. 

To Pyiades thy .sister is betrothed; 

Give him his bride : and happiness attends 
To pour Iter ble.ssings on their future years. 

Thou, yienelaus, yield tliat Orestes reign 
At Argos : luistc ttj Sparta, rcigpi thou there, 

And \vear that crowig the dowry of thy wife, 

The welbearned meed id' all the unis si k* caused tliee, 
It shall Int mine t* appeasf! ilie statu to him, 
Compclkal hy my command to slay hi.s mother.. 
Omks» Thou god ofurades, prt*phot of gooti, 

True are thy words, and faithful Vet my soul 
Wa.H struck with horror, lest Siimc vengeful power 
Spoke iliis, which I misdeenuai thy voice divine. 
But all is well. Obedient ttj thy wiu’d 
^ I drop the smml : anti, if lu*r father gives her, 
.Wish to receive llerinione my brida# 
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gene. Daughter of Jove, bright Helen, hail ! Thy state 
^Midst the blest mansions of th' immortal gods 
1 reverence. Now, Orestes, give I thee 
My daughter, at the bidding of the god. 

Illustrious in thy race thou takest a wife 
Not less illustrious : blessings on thy hand 
That takes her, and on mine that gives her to thee. 
Apollo. Each now depart, as I commanded : cease 
Your strife, 

]\{ene. T’ obey is ours. 

Orestes. Such are my thoughts. 

Now, Menelaus, to all these evils past 
M.y soul speaks peace ; and to thy oracles. 

Apollo. Go then your ways, now go, and reverence Peace, 
Most beauteous of the gods. I will conduct 
Th* immortal Helen to the house of Jove 
O’er yon star-spangled sky, to the bright seats 
Where, with majestic Juno, and the bloom 
Of Ilebe ever young, Alcides’ joy, 

A goddess she shall hear the vows of mortals ; 

AtkI h<,)noured with the twin-born sons of Jove 
Guide the tost mariners, and rule the sea. 

Chongs. O victory, I revere thy sober triumphs : 

Thus ever guard, thus ever crown my life 1 
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Andkomactik. 

0 Thebes, th<m pride of Asia, from wliosc gate 

1 came resplendent with a pleut<M>UH dower, 

To Triani's regal liou.se, tlie fruitful wife 
Of Hector : hi.s Andromadie was erst 

Ad envied name : but ni)w am I more wretched 
Than any woman, or already Ikhti, 

Or to be bom hertmftcr ; for I saw 
My husband Hector by Ar!ulk*s slain, 

And that unhappy son whom to my h^rd 
I bore, Astyanax, from Trcjy*s tiigh towers 
Thrown headlong; when our hres had sacked the 
city, 

Myself descended from a noble line 
Of freeborn warriors, reached the Ckecian coast, 
On Neoptolemus that island prince 
For the reward of his victoriiius arms 
Bestowed : selected from the Phrygian sptals. 
^Twixt Phthia and Pharsalia, in these fields, 

I dwell, ^ where Thetis from the iiaunts c»f men 
Retreating, with her Peleus erst alK>dt% 

By Thessaly’s inhabitanti, this «|kiI 
Is from th* auspicious nuptials of that goddess 
Called Thetidamm : here Achilles’ son 
*44 
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Residing, suffers Peleus still to rule 
Pharsalia’s land, nor will assume the sceptre 
While lives his aged grandsire. In these walls 
A son, who to th^ embraces of my lord 
Achilles' offspring, owes his birth, I bore, 

And though I had been wretched, a fond hope 
Still cherished, ^ that while yet the boy was safe 
I some protection and relief might find 
In my calamities ; but since my lord 
(Spurning my servile couch) that Spartan dame 
Hermione espoused, with ruthless hate 
By her am I pursued ; for she pretends 
That I, by drugs endued with magic power, 
Administered in secret, make her barren 
And odious to her lord, because I wish 
To occupy this mansion in her stead, 

And forcibly to drive her from his couch, 

To which, at first I with reluctance came, 

But now have left it : mighty Jove can witness 
'riiat I became the partner of his bed 
Against my own consent. But she remains 
Deaf to conviction, and attempts to slay me : 

In this design h^r father Menelaus 
Assists his daugliter, he is now within, 

And on such errand left the Spartan realm ; 
Fearixig his rage, I near the palace take 
My seat, in Thetis' temple, that the goddess 
From death may save me ; for both Peleus' self, 
And the descendants of that monarch, hold 
^'Phis structure reared in memory of his wedlock 
With the fair Nereid, in religious awe. 

But hence, in secret, trembling for his life, 

My only child have I conveyed away, 

Because his noble father is not present 
To aid me, and avails not now to guard 
His son, while absent in the Delphic land, 

To e)cpiate there the rage with which he sought 
The Pythian tripod, and from Phoebus claimed 
A reparation for his father's death. 

If haply he can deprecate the curses 
Attendant on his misdeeds, and make 
The god propitious to his future days. 
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Female Attendant, Andromache. 

A f fend. My queen, for still I scruple not to use 

The same respectful title which I gave you 
When we in Ilion dwelt ; you and your lord 
While he was living, shared my duteous love, 

And now I with important tidings fraught 
To you am come, trembling indeed lest one 
Of our new rulers overhear the tale, 

Yet greatly pitying your disastrous late : 

For Metielaiis and his daughter form 
Dire plots against you ; ui' these foes beware. 

Aniro, 0 my dear fellow- servant (for thou shar’st 

Her bondage who was tirst thy qtieen, but now 
Is wretched), ah I what mean they? what iVcsii schemes 
Have they devised to take away my life, 

Who am by woes encompassiHl ? 

A fiend, ^ dliey intend, 

0 miserable dame, to kill your son, 

Whom privately you from this houstt conveyed. 

Andm Are they infomual I sent thc^ ('inkl away? 

Ah me! who told them? in what utter ruin 
Am I invo'lved I 

Afiend, I know nf>t ; but thus much 

Of their designs I heanl ; in (|ue.sl of him 
Is Menelaus front tiufse doors gone forth. 

Andr&, Then am I lost indeed: for, () my child, 

These two relentless vultures mean to seize thee, 
And take away thy life, while tie whti btsus 
A father^s namt!, at Delphi still rcunains. 

Affend. You had nut fana! s(» ill, I am atvinceal, 

If he were present, but umv every frii*nd 
Deserts you, 

Anir$. Is there not a rumour spread 

Of Teleus^ coming ? 

Aiiend, lie, though he were here, 

Is grown too old to aid you, 
indm. Mure ttiim once 

' I sent to him.* 

Atimd,. Suppose you Itial he ht'cds 

• None of your messengers ? 

'^^dm ^ Wliiit iiicjms iliii question 

Wilt thou accept such office ? 
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JiUnd. What pretext 

To colour my long absence from this house 
Shall I allege ? 

^ Full many are the schemes 

Which thou, who art a woman, can devise. 

Jtiend. Twere dangexous ; for Hermione is watchful 

Jfidro, Dost thou perceive the danger, and renounce 
Thy friends in their distress ? 

Jtiend. ^ ^ Not thus : forbear 

To brand me with so infamous a charge : 

I go j for of small value is the life 
(Whate’er befall me) of a female slave. 

[lExit Attendant.,, 

Jndm Pxocecd : meanwhile I to the conscious air 
Those plaints and bitter wailings will repeat, 

On which I ever dwell. Unhappy women 
Find comfort in perpetually talking 
Of what they suffer. But my groans arise 
Not from one ill, but many ills : the walls 
Of my loved country razed, my Hector slain, 

And that hard fortune, in whose yoke bound fast^ 
Thus am I lallcn into th* unseemly state 
Of servitude. We never ought to call 
Frail mortals happy, at their latest hour 
Till we behold them to the shades descend. 

Elegy. 

In Helen sure, to Troyes imperial towers 
Young Paris wafted no engaging bride, 

But when he led her to those nuptial bowers, 

Some fjcnd infernal crossed the billowy tide. 

With brandished javelin and devouring dame, 

For her the tkccian warriors to thy shore, 

0 Ilion, in a thousand vessels came, 

And drenched thy smouldering battlements with gore. 

Around the walls, my Hector, once thy boast, 

Fixed to his am, was by Achilles borne,. 

And from my chatnber hurried to the coast 
I veiled roy head in servitude forlorn. 
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Much wept these streaming eyes, when in the dust 
My city, palace, husband, prostrate lay. 

Subject to fierce Hermione’s disgust, 

Why should I still behold the hated day? 

Harassed with insults from that haughty dame, 
Round Thetis’ bust my suppliant arms I fling, 
And here with gushing tears bewail my shame, 

As from the rock burst forth tlie living spring. 


ChO'EUS, Andeomache 
Cmmm* 
imu 


t I. 

0 thou, who seated in this holy space, 
Hast Thetis’ temple thy asylinu maiie, 
Though Phthia gave me birth, to aid 
Thee, hapless dame of Asiatic mrc% 

I hither coma ; would I from direful harms 
(!ould guard, amid had the strifes 
Twixt thee and that indignant wife 
Hermionc, whtun ruthless discord arms 
To punisli thee the rival of her charms, 

A captive, to the geriW 1 h*cI, 

Who by Achilles' %m werl led 


h a. 

Aware of fate, tIP imfiencling evil weigh, 

A helpless Phrygian nymph, thou striv‘st in vm 
’Gainst her of Sparta’s proud domain : 
Cease to ihisseadKirn goddets, reiwe ic^ pray, 
And at her bltoing shrine m longer stay : 

For how' am it iivail 
'Po thee with hopeless sorrow {mle 
To suffer all thy beauliti to decay, 

Because thy rulers with oppreiiion sway ? 

Thou to siificrior might miiit bend* 
Why, feeble m ihou art, contend ? 
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11. I. 

Yet hasten from the Nereid’s lofty seat, 

Consider that thou tread’st a foreign plain, 

And that these hostile walls detain 
In strictest bondage thy reluctant feet, 

Here none of all those friends, that numerous band, 
Who shared thy greatness, is at hand, 

To cheer thee in these days of shame, 

O wretched, wretched dame, 

IL 2. 

A miserable matron thou art come 
From Troy to our abodes, unwilling guest ; 

Though mine the sympathizing breast. 

Yet I through reverence to our lords am dumb, 

Lest she, who springs from Helen, child of Jove, 
Should be a witness of that love 
Which I to thee whose griefs I share, 
Impelled by pity bear. 

Hermione, Andromache, Chorus. 

'ptfm. The gorgeous ornaments of gold, these brows 
Encircling, and the tissued robes I wear, 

I from Achilles’, or from Peleus’ stores, 

As chosen presents when I hither came, 

Received not, but from Sparta’s realm, these gifts 
My father Menelaus hath bestowed 
With a large dower, that I might freely speak. 
Such is the answ^er w^hich to you I make, 

O Fhthian dames. But thou, who art a slave 
And captive, wouldst in these abodes usurp 
Dominion, and expel me ; to my lord 
Thy drugs have made me odious, hence ensues 
My barrenness ; the Asiatic dames, 

For these abhorred devices are renowmed ; 

But thee will I subdue, nor shall this dome 
of the immortal Nereid, nor her altar 
Or temple save thee from impending death ; 

If either man or god should be disposed 

To rescue thee, ’twere fit that^to atone 

For the proud thoughts thou in thy happier days 
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Didst nourish, thou shoiikist tremble, at my knees 
Fall low, and sweep the pavement of my house 
Sprinkling the waters frmn a golden urn. ’ 
Know where thou art : no Hector governs here, 
No Phrygian Priam doth this sceptre wield; 

This is no Chrysa, hut a (rixanan city. 

Yet thou, 0 wretched woman, art arrived 
At such a pitch of machu^ss, that thou dadst 
To sleep e’en with the son of him who slew 
Thy husband, and a brood of children bear 
To him whose hands yet xv.rk wiili Phrygian gore 
Such is the whole abhorred barbarian race; ’ 
The father with ins daughter, tiie vile son ^ 

With his own motln^r, witii hc‘r brotht^r too 
The sister, sins, friendsj)y thoir dv.tnv.si friends 
Are murdered; deeds like th(‘.sr; no whulesotue law 
Prohibits: introduce not aim mg m 
Such crimes, for ^tis imstremly tiiat one man 
Possess two women ; the tbnd youtii who seeks 
Domestic harmony, confmos liis love^ 

To one fair partner of the itenial IhhI, 

Chorus. The femah' sex are envious, and pursue 
With an incessant Ijatrcc! tliosat whii sliare 
Their nii[)tial joys. 

Andro. Alas 1 impetuous youth 

Proves baleful to mankind, and then* are none 
Who act with justice in thtnr blooming years. 

But what I drt;acl is tin's, lest slavery curb 
My tongue, though I liave many truths to utter; 

In this tlisptUf^ with you, if 1 prevail, 

That very tntimplt may her'omc my bane* 

For those of lamghty spirits ill fuaiure 
The most prevailing arguments when mged 
By their iuferii^rs. Vet my lietter cause 
I will not thus betray, Say, youthful princess, 
What reasons c^f irrefruftabh* force 
bumble mtt to drive yem from the couch 
Of your own lawful himhaml ? to the Phrygiims 
Is Sparta grown inferit^r, and hath fortune 
On us ermferred the palm ? 1 kr you behold me , , 
Still free*? with ycnith, a vignrous framei 
The wide eitent of empire I jHissess, ^ 
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And number of my friends, am I desirous 
To occupy these mansions in your stead, 

That in your stead I might bring forth a race 
Of slaves, th' appendages of my distress ? 

Will any one endure (if you produce 
No children) that my sons should be the kings 
Of Phthia?— the Greeks love me for the sake 
Of liector, I too was forsooth obscure, 

And not a queen, in Troy. Your husband’s hate, 
Not from my drugs, but from your soul, unsuited 
For social converse, springs : there is a philtre 
To gain his love* Not beauty, but the virtues, 

0 woman, to the partners of our bed 
Afford deliglit. But if it sting your pride 
That Sparta’s a vast city, while you treat 
Scyros with scorn, amidst the poor, display 
Your riches, and of M'enelaus speak 

As greater tlum Achilles ; hence your lord 
Abhors you. For a woman, though bestowed 
On a vile mate, should learn to yield, nor strive 
For the pre-eminence. In Thrace o’erspread 
With snow, if you were wedded to a king, 

Who to his bed takes many various dames, 

Would you have slain them ? you would cast disgrace 
On your whole sex by such unsated lust ; 

Base were the deed : for though our souls are warmed 
With more intense desires than those of men 
We modestly conceal them. For thy sake 
I, 0 my clearest Hector, loved the objects 
Of thy affections, whene’er Venus’ wiles 
Catised thee to err, and at my breast full oft 
Nourished thy spurious children, that in nought 
Thy joys I might embitter ; acting thus 

1 won him by my virtues. But you tremble 
E’en if the drops of Heaven’s transparent dew 
Rest un your husband. Strive not to transcend 
Yotir mother in a wild excess of love, 

0 woman. For the children, if endued 
With reason, such examples should avoid 
Of those who bore them, as corrupt the soul. 

Mom. As far as possible, 0 queen, comply , 

With my advic^ and in mild terms \acci^$t. Kir. 
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Hem. What mean’st thou by this arrogance of speech 
This vain debate, as if thou still wert chaste, ’ 
And I had strayed from virtue’s path ? 

Andro. , , . , The word* 

You have been using, now at least are void 
Of modesty. 

Eernu 0 woman, may this breast 

Harbour no soul like thine. 

Andro. ^ Though bashful youth 

Glow on your cheek, indecent is your language. 

Eerm. Thou by thy actions morti than by thy words 
Hast proved the malice which to me thou bear’st. 

Andro. Why will you not conceal th’ inglorious pangs ' 
Of jealous love ? 

Eerm. What woman hut resents 

Such wrongs, and deems thmn gr(*at ? 

Andro. The use some mate 

Of these misfortunes adds to their renown : 

But shame waits those who arci ilevoid of wisdom. 

Henn* We dwell not in a city where prevail 
Barbarian laws. 

Aniro. In Phrygia or in Greece 

Base actions are with infamy attemded, 

Eenn. Though most expert in t*very subtle art, 

Yet die thou must. 

Andro. Behold you 'Phelis* image 

Turning its eyes on you ? 

H&rm. She hnxthvH thy country 

Where her Acdiillcs treacherously was slain. 

Andm Your motlmr Htden t^austnl his\leath, not L 

Eerm, Wouldst thou retrace .still farther the sad tale 
Of our misfortunes ? 

Andm I r«*Htrain my umgue. 

Mem* Speak to me now on that affair wtiiidi caused 
IMy coming hither. 

Amim All I siiy is Ihiji : 

You have not m imn‘h wisdean ns you need* 

Eem. From this pure temple of the sea-lKmii goddess 
Wilt thou depart ? 

Andm Not while 1 live : you first 

■ Must slay, then drag me hence. 

I am resolred 
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How to proceed, and wait my lord’s return 
No longer. 

jftdro. Nor will I before he come 

SuiTender up myself. 

germ. . . With flaming brands 

Hence will I drive thee, and no deference pay 
To thy entreaties. 

Jndro» Kindle them ; the gods 

Will view the deed. 

ffem. The scourge too is prepared. 

Andro, Transpierce this bosom, deluge with my gore 
The altar of the goddess, you by her 
Shall be at length o’ertaken. 

IJIcrm. ^ From thy cradle, 

Trained up and hardened in barbarian pride, 

Canst thou endure to die ? from this asylum 
Soon will I rouse thee by thy owa consent, 

I with such baits am furnished, but conceal 
My purpose, which th’ event itself ere long 
Will make conspicuous. Keep a steady seat, 

For though by molten lead thou wert enclosed 
Hence would I rouse thee, ere Achilles’ son, 

Whom tlrou confid’st in, to this land return. 

[jExiy Hermione, 

Andro. In him I place my still unshaken trust. 

Yet is it strange that the celestial powers, 

To heal the serpent’s venom, have assigned 
Expedients, but no remedy devised 
Against an evil woman who surpasses 
Or vipers’ stings or the consuming flame : 

Thus baleful is our influence on mankind. 

Chorus. 

ODE. 


I. I. 

The winged son of Maia and of Jove 
To many siirrowful events gave birth, 

And scattered discord o’er the bleeding' earth, 
When he through sacred Ida’s piny grove 
Guided the car of three immortal dames, 
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(The golden prize of beauty to obtain, 

In hateful strife engaged, who urged their claims)* 
To where in his mean hut abode a lonely swaia ' 


n 2 . 

No sooner had tiiey reat'hed the destined bower 
Than in the limpid S|>ring her snowy frarnt* ’ 
Each goddess laved; to Piiauds son tlien (ume 
With artful spet^ehes of sueh wiiuiing power 
As might beguile the rash au<i arunrous hoy; 
Venus prevailed ; ht?r words, tiiough .sweet their sound 
Proved of destructive consetimuiee to I'rny, ’ 
Whose stately bulwarks hence lie U:velled with the 
ground, 

tu !• 

When new lH»rn Paris ilrst heheU! th?‘ light, 
Would that his motlun, i*Vr her head, this brand 
Ordained by Heaven to lire Ids native land, 

Had cast, before he dwelt orr Ida’s lunght. 
Unheeded from the bay’s pii gthetic shad?* 
Exclaim(‘d Cassandra : Ui the chihl !)e skin; 
Kill him, or Piiams cmpiic is betraved/* 

Erantic she raved itnd stted to evciy prince in vain. 


in 2 , 

Deaf was ccich prince, or llion ne^cr had felt 
The servile yi)kt% nor hails! thou, hajdess fair, 
Beneath tliesi: roofs, ^ eneompasseil by difspair, 

And subject to a rigit! inasler, tlwell. 

0 had he died, the fated toil td' Cireere, 

That stublHfrn war tlirotigh Irn revtilving years, 
Had roused no heroes from ihe lap of peace, 

Ni>r caused the widowk shiirks, the Iniaiy father’s tears,] 

Mknkuaus, Molossos, Aniiiiomaciiic, Chioiics, 

i/c/ic. Your son 1 hither bring, whoni from this lime 
With secrecy, you lo aiiothrr houic, 

Without my diiughicrk kniiwlt?tip^ hiid rfmeved, 
You boasted thiit Ihii image of iho gfKktiisi 
To yoU| wh! tho« wlio hid liiwii would afliird 
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A sure asylum : but your deep-laid craft, 

0 woman, cannot baffle Menelaus. 

If you depart not hence, he in your stead 
Shall be the victim ; therefore well revolve 
Th’ important question ; had you rather die, 

Or, with his streaming gore, let him atone 

The foul ofTencc ’gainst me and ’gainst my daughter 

By you committed ? 

Thou, O vain opinion, 

Hast with renown puffed up lull many men 
Who were of no account. I deem those blest 
On whom with truth such honour is bestowed : 

But them wIk.) by fallacious means obtain it 

1 hold unworthy of possessing fame, 

When all their seeming wisdom but arises 

From Fortune’s gifts. Thou with the bravest chiefs 
Of Greece, from Briam erst didst wrest his Troy ; 
E’en thou who art so mean as to inspire 
Thy daughter with resentment ’gainst a child, 

And strive with me a miserable ca[)tive : 

Unworthy of thy concpiest over Troy 
Thee do I hold, and Troy yet more disgraced 
By such a vict<.>r. Some indeed there are 
To all appearance upright, who awhile 
Outwardly glitter, though they in their hearts 
Are on a level with the worthless bulk 
Of mortals, and superior but in wealth 
Whose power is great. This conference let us end 

0 Menelaus, be it now sup|)osed 

1 by thy daughter am already slain : 

’Twill be impossible for her to ’scape 
From the pollution ruthless murder brings ; 

Thtju too by nuuiy tongues wilt be accused 
Of this vile deed, with her will they confound 
Thee the al>ettor. But if I preserve 

l^ly life, arc yc resolved to slay my son? 

How will the father tamely bear the death 
Of his loved offspring? he was not esteemed , 

At Troy m void of courage. He is gone- . 

Whither his duty calls. Soon will the chief . 

-Act worthy of the race from which he springs, . 

The hoary Peleus, and his dauntless sire ■, 
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Achilles, he from these abodes will cast 
Thy daughter forth, and when thou to another 
In marriage giv^st her, what hast thou to say 
On her behalf? “ That from a wortliless lord 
Her wisdom drove her ? lliis would be a falsehood ^ 
Toognoss. But who would wed her? till grown grey' 
In widowhood, shall she beneath thy roofs ■ 

Fix her loathed residencti ? O wretclu^d man, 

The rising conflux of iinnumhered woes 
Behold’sUhou not? hadst tla>u not rather find 
Thy daughter wrongtxi by tajiunihines, than suffer^ 
Th' indignities I speak of? we from trifles ^ 
Such grievous mischiefs ou^flu not to create; 

Nor if we women are a deadly iKtne, 

To the degtaierate natun; of our sex 
Should men conform, if I pernicious drugs 
Have to thy daughter ministtnrd, an<l been, 

As she pretends, the cause of hr.v abortion, 
Immediately will I without nduetanee, 

And without grovelling' at this altars base, 

To any rigid [)unishmt‘nt submit 

Inflicted by thy somiti law, from whom 

I surely merit as seven: rtwenge 

For having made him childh'ss. Smdi am I: 

But in thy temper I perceive tme <*ause 
Of just alarm, since in that luckl<*sH strife 
About a woman, and a vile mic too, 

Thou the famed Phrygian city didst destroy 

Chorus, Too freely Itast thou spoken, in a tour: 

Which ill hecotnes thy sex, and that higtr soul 
The bounds of wisdom haili tfedrapcai. 

Mene, 0 woman, 

So small an object, as y<iu lightly judge, 

Deserves not the alteniion cd my realm, 

Nor that of Greece Hut learn this tinious truth: 
To any man whatever he greatly tueeds, 

Is of mure worth hy far than taking Troy. 

My daughter 1 assist, l)eauisit I <lcem it 
A wrong o( great im|K)rtiuua: slumki shv lose 
Her bridal^ rights: for every woman lijoks 
On all hisside as seccmclary ills : 

But if siie from her husbamrs arms be lorm 
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Seems reft of life itself. That Phthia’s prince 

Direct my servants, and that his obey 
Me and my race, is fitting : for true friends 
Have no distinct i)o$sessions, but hold all 
In common. While I wait for the return 
Of her long a!)scnt lord, should I neglect 
My daughter’s interests, I were weak, not wise. 

But leave this shrine of dlulis : for the child 
Shall if you bhnal escape: th’ impending doom : 
Him, if you die not, will I slay, since fate 
Of you or him the forfeit life demands. 

Ah me! a hitter and unwelcome choice 
Of life on terms like thi*s{* hast thou proposed; 
Wretch that I am ! for whether I decline 
Or make such option, 1 am wretched still 

0 thou, who 1>Y a trilling wrong provoked, 
Committ’st gnsit (‘rimes, atltmd : for what offence 
Wouldst tiiou t)(‘r(‘ave me of my life? what city 
Have I hetraytal? what cluid of thine destroyed? 
What mansion ilivd? 1 to niy masteris bed 

By force was dragged : yet me alone, not him 
The author of that crime, tliou meatfst to slay. 
Thou, the first cau.se o’(alooking, on tlf effect 
Which it produces, vent’st thy rage. What woes 
Encompass wretched me! alas I my country! 

How (lr(.:adful an* tim* wrongs whicit I endure! 

But wherefore was 1 doomed to bear a child, 

And to tlie burden uiuler which I groan 

Add a new burden ? what delight can life 

To me afford? or on what fortunes past 

Or present should I turn tlmse eyes which saw 

The corse of Hector by the victor’s car 

Whirled round the walls, and wretched Troy a heap 

Of blazing ruins? X meantime a slave 

By my dislu*veilc<i hair was dragged aboard 

The Argive navy ; when 1 reached the coast 

Of riithia, and cohabited with those 

Who slew my Hector; (but why lavish plaints 

On past calamities, without deploring 

Or taking a due estimate of those 

Which now impend?) I had this only. son. 

My life’s last comfort left, and they who take 

1 
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Delight in deeds of cruelty, would slay him ; 

Yet to preserve uiy miserable life 
He shall not perish ; for auspicious hopes, 

Could he be saved, his future days attend : 

But if I died not for my son, rc[)roach 
Would be my portion. Lo ! I leave the altar 
And now am in thy hands, stal), slay me, bind, 
Strain hard the deadly mnnic. My son, thy mother 
To rescue thee from an untimely grave, 

Descends the shades beneath ; if tliou est'ape 
The ruthless grasp of fate, r<im«mil)er me 
How miserably I suffered ; and with kisses, 

At his return, when thou goest forth U) meet 
Thy father, when a flood (if toars thou shetldk, 
And cling’st around him with those plia,nt anas, 
Inform him how I actual All men liold 
Their children dear as life ; but he wIsd scorns then 
Because he nc^er experienced what it is 
To be a father, though witli fewer griefs 
Attended, but enjoys im[)erfp'i bliss. 

[AVxcr, iinJ aJruimrs frtm ihe alkr. 

Chorus, I with compassion to this moving title 

Have listened ; for distress, to all imuikind, 
Though strangers, must seem piteous : but on thee, 
0 Menelaus, ’tis intnunbent now 
To reconcile thy daugiUer, and tins (sifjtive, 

That she may from her soruiws he ndeased, 

Mfm, Seize her, and hind her hands ; for slu^ shall hear 
No pleasing language: I propuseai U% slay 
Your sem, tliat yini might leave: that ha! km*ed altar 
Of Thetis, and thus craiiily imiuced y^ni 
To fall into my hands, and mt'et your d<sith; 

Be well assured, such is the piese-m stale 
Of your aflairs : for that bt^y, in% him 
My daughter shall judgment, or to kill, 

Or spare him : but now enter these alajdes, 

That yt)U iimy li^arn, slave as you are, ta treat 
Those who are free no longer witii <lisdaim 

Amh'p* Thou luist overreached me by thy treaclierous arts; 
Alas I I am betrayed. 

3fe/ie, Proclaim these tidingiS 

To all men I for I skill imt eontradici ihciii. 
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fidro* By those who dwell beside Eurotas’ stream 
Are such base frauds called wisdom ? 

^ Both at Troy 

And there, ^tis just the injured should retaliate. 
iniro^ Believ’st thou that the gods are gods no longer, 

Nor wield the bolt of vengeance? 

Him. We must look 

To that : but you sliall die. 
indro. ^ And wilt thou seize 

This unfledged bird, to slay him ? 

Ihm. ^ No, I will not, 

But give him to my daughter, vrho must act 
As she thinks fit. 

indro. llien how, alas, my son! 

Can I sufficiently bewail thy fate ? 

Ikm. ‘‘Him/' ’twas but now with arrogance you said, 

“ Auspicious liopes attend/' 

Andro. Ye worst of foes 

To all mankind, inhabitants of Sparta ! 

Expmt in trt‘a('l)erous counsels, still devising 
New falsehoods, curst artificers of mischief, 

Your paths arc crooked, yet though void of worth, 
Through Greece by ciroumsiiection ye uphold 
An undeserved pre-eminence. What crimes, 

Wliai inur<lers, what a thirst for abject gain 
Cliarataerize your realm I with specious tongue 
Uttering a language foreign to your heart, 

Are 3'e not ever caught ? Perdition seize you ! 

Death is less grievous than thou deem'st to me 
Who date my utter ruin from that hour 
When llion's wretched city was involved 
In the same fate with my illustrious lord, 

Whose siiear oft drove thee trembling from the 
field 

Into thy ships ; but now against his wife 
A formidable warrior art thou come 
To murder me : strike, for this coward tongue 
Shall never leave thine and thy daughter's shame 
Unpublislied. If in Sparta thou art great/ 

So was I erst in Ilion; but exult not 
: In my disasters,^ for on thee ere long:'' '■ 

The same reverse of fortune may attend. 
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Chorus* 


ODE. 


I. I. 

Two rival consorts ne'er can I a|')pr<n^e, 

Or sons, the source of strife, their birth who owe 
To different mothers ; hence connubial love 
Is banished, and the mansion teems witli woe. 

One blooming nymph let cautious !uisl>ands wed, 
And share with her alone an un|>oIluted bed, 

I, 2, 

No prudent city, no welhgovtuimd state, 

More than a single potentate will own ; 

Their subjects droop betu*ath ihr grutvoiis weight 
When two bear rule, and <iiscoul shakes the throne* 
And if two bards awake their sounding lyres ^ 
E’en the harmonious M.use a cntel strih* inspires, 

iU h 

To aid the bark, when prusperous gales ariiaj, 

Two jarring pilots shall misguide* tlic helm : 

Weak is a multitude when all an- wise, 

One simpler monarch could havtt savral the realm, 
Let a sole chief the house <»r euipirc* sway, 

And all who hope for bliss tlurir loriihs luLcsts obey, 

n. 2 * 

This truth hath Mrnclaus’ daughter shown, 

Furious she comes the victim to destroy ; 

And, that th<;ir blood may nuptial wrongs atone, 
The Phrygian captive, ami that hapless tsiy, 

With impious rage unjtist would cause to bleed | 
May pity, awful tpuam, t!ty lilted arm impede 1 

But I before these doors ladioki the pair 
On whom the fatal sentenrt* now is {uisMa!. 

Thou wretched dame, ami wrelrlu'd child who diest 
Because thy mother to a fotcign bed 
By force was dragged, in her imputtui guilt 
Thou wert ruu an luxomplice, thou ihy lords 
Hast not offended* 
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Andro, ^ To the realms beneath, 

Lo, I am hurried, with these bloody hands 
Fast bound in galling chains. 

Moloss- I too, O mother, 

Under thy wing, to those loathed shades descend 
A victim. O ye lords of Phthia’s land, 

And thou, my father, succour those thou lov’st. 

Andro. Cling to thy mother's bosom, O my child. 

Together let us die. 

Moloss. _ Ah me 1 how grievous 

My sufferings are I too clearly I perceive 
That 1, and thou my mother, both are wretched. 

Mm. Go both together to th' infernal realm : 

¥ox ye from hostile turrets hither came. 

Although the cause why you and he must bleed 
Is not the same, my sentence takes away 
Your life, and my Hermione’s your son's. 

The highest folly were it to permit 
A foe to live and vex us, whom with ease 
We might despatch, and from our house remove 
Such danger. 

Andro. O my husband, would to Heaven 

I had thy arm to aid me ; and thy spear, 

Thou son of Priam. 

Moloss. Wretched me 1 what charm 

Can I devise P avert impending fate ? 

Andro. My son, implore the mercy of our lord 
Clasping his knees. 

Moloss. Dear monarch, spare my life. 

Andro. Tears from these eyes burst forth like trickling drops 
By the sun’s heat forced from a solid rock, 

Wretch that I am 1 

Moloss. What remedy, alas ! 

For these dire evils can my soul devise? 

Mem. Why dost thou idly grovel at my feet 

With fruitless supplications, while I stand 
Firm as a rock, or as th' unpitying wave ? 

Such conduct serves my interests : no^affection 
To thee I bear, because my mom of life 
Was wasted in the conflict, ere I took 
Troy and thy mother, whose society. 

Thou in the realms of Pluto shalt enjoy. 
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Peleus, Menelaus, Andromache, Mdlossus, Chorus. 

Chorus, Peleus, I see, dmws near, his age-d feet 
With eager haste advancing. 

Feieus. him 

Who stands presiding cut a inurdercms deed, 
What means this iipruar that disturbs the house, 

I question, and what practices arti these 
Ye carry on imauthori/ed by law ? 

0 Menelaus, stay thy furiuus hand, 

And let not execution tluis outstrip 
All righteous judgment. O my friends, lead on; 
For such a dread emcrgt'ncy appcairs 
T admit of no delay. (,^nild I rt.‘gain 
That youthful vigour which I erst cnjoytsl 
As prosperous breezes aid the iloating sails, 

This captive would I favour. Say, wluit rij^ht 
Have they to bind your hands, and drag along 
You and your sun? fur like tin* bleating mother, 
Led forth to .slaughter* witli her lamb, you perish, 
While I and yuur unwittiipt hmi are, absent. 

Andro. They, as thou scest, () vtmrrablt- man, 

Me and my .sun thus lutar to instant death. 

What shall I say to thi-f% whom I witii speed 
Not by one singlcj nu\sscng«‘r \nii thentsandj; 

Have sent for? sure them, o!' ilic fatal strife 
In these divitltal mansions, with his daughter, 

To which I owe rny rtiin, must have heard; 

And from the vitjkted shrine id' Hunis, 

W1k> bore to thee a noble son, the gtHldess 
Whom them rever*,st e’en lunv with brutal force 
Me have they torn, nor jtulge,d iny cause, nor wait 
for absent Nciddoleinus, Inn, knenving 
That 1 and that this child wlio hath rommiiied 
No fault, are left alone and unpioierted, 

Would slay u« both. But, () Uunt aged miin, 
lluLs prostrate on iny knees, to thee I sue, 

And, though this hand must not presmne to touch 
Thy honoured beard, conjure thco by the gods, 
Rescue us, or to thy eternal stiiune 
Both he aiul I nuist iniscriibty bleed. 

Fikus. My orders arc that you ibo?ic galling chains 
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Unbind and loose her hands, else will I make 
The disobedient weep.- 

Mene, But I, your equal, 

Who have much more authority o’er her, 

Forbid them. 

Pdeus. Com’st thou hither to direct 

My household ? is it not enough for thee 
To rule thy Spartans ? 

Mene. ^ Her I took at Troy, 

Peleiis. She, to reward his valour, was bestowed 
Upon my grandson. 

Mcne, ^ Doth not all he owns, 

To me, and what is mine, to him belong? 

Pektis, For honest purposes, but not for crimes 
And murderous violence. 

Mene, You ne’er shall take her 

Out of my hands. 

PekiiS» ^ Thy head I with this sceptre 

Will smite. 

Mens, Draw near ; if you presume to touch me, 

Soon shall you rue such outrage. 

Pekiis. ^ O thou villain. 

Sprung from a race of impious sires, what right 
To be accounted an illustrious man, 

And numbered with the truly brave, hast thou, 

Who by a Phrygian wanderer wert deprived 
Of thy fair consort, after thou hadst left 
Thy house unbarred and destitute of guards, 

As if thou in thy mansions hadst possessed 
A virtuous dame, though she of all her sex 
Was the most dissolute ? nor if she would 
Gan any Spartan nymph be chaste ? for wandering 
From their own homes, distinguished by bare legs, 
And toneless vest, they with young men contend 
In swiftness and in wrestling; I such customs 
Hold in abhorrence. Is there any room 
For wonder if the women prove unchaste 
Whom thus you educate ? thy Helen ought 
To have proposed these questions, ere she left 
Her native realm, regardless of thy love, 

And by that youthful paramour seduced, 

Wantonly fled into a foreign land* 



264 Euripides 

Yet for her sake didst thou that numerous host 
Of Greeks collect, and lead them to assail 
The Phrygian ramparts. Thou that beauteous dame 
Shouldst rather have despised, nor in her cause 
Wielded the javelin, when thou found^st her worthless 
But suffered her in liion to remain, ’ 

And sent rich gifts to Paris on these terms, 

That to thy house she never should return. 

But thou, instead of sufiering these just motives 
To make their due im{.)ression on thy soul, 

Full many valiant warriors hast <iestroyed, 

Made th' aged matron cliiklless, and deprived 
Of his illustrious sons the hoary sire. 

Numbered with those who owe to the<^ thy ruin 
Am wretched I : for likes some evil genius 
In thee do these indignant eyes hcdiold 
The murderer of Achilles : thou alone, 

Save by the missile shaft, imwounde<l earnest 
From Ilion’s hostile shores ; in burnished chests 
Didst thou b(^ar thither the same glittering arms 
Which thou bear’st back again. Before he wedded, 
I warned my grandson to form no ctjimection 
With thee, nor into th<tse abodes admit 
The brood of that adult ’ress ; for the daughters 
Their mother emulate in dtaals of shame. 

Look well to tliis, ye suitors, aiui sehtet 
The damsel with maternal worth endued 
Then with wimt scorn didst liuni ti)y brother tot, 
Commanding him 'gainst reason to transgress, 

And sacrifice ins daughter, dlioti surl^ fears, 

Lest thou that execrable mh shouldst h>.se, 

Didst entertain. When thou hadst taken Troy, 
This too I urge against thee, ilunigh thou hadst 
Thy consort in thy power, thou ilidst not slay her, 
But when her throbbing lnmnu thuu beiu'Urst 
Didst ca.st away tliy swr^rii, rccanve her kisses, 

And soothe the fears of her wlui had betrayed thee,^ 
0 worthless miscreant, wtiorn the Cypri;m Queen 
Hath thus debased ! them after tl>is intrud'st 
Into my grandson’s palace, in his absem^e 
Committ’st these outrage's, and basely slay’st 
A miserable wonum, and her clukl, 
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Thee and thy daughter who shall cause to weep 
Though trebly illegitimate his birth. 

Oft the parched heath, when duly tilled, exceeds 
The richest soil, and greater instances 
Of virtue are in many a bastard found 
Than in the lawfully begotten race. 

But take thy daughter hence. Far better is it 
To form affinity and strictest friendship 
With a poor man of worth, than him who joins 
Iniquity with wealth ; but as for thee, 

Thou art a thing of nought. 

Chonis. ^ Among mankind, 

Oft from a small beginning doth the tongue 
Great strife occasion : but the wise beware 
Of entering on a contest with their friend. 

Mene, Why do we speak in such exalted terms 
Of aged men, as if they w^ere endued 
With wisdom, though in former days supposed 
By the whole Grecian race to judge aright? 

When you, 0 Peleus, wffio derive your birth 
From an illustrious sire, and with my house 
So nearly are connected, hold a language 
Disgraceful to yourself, and slander me, 

For a barbarian dame, whom from this land 
You ought to banish far beyond the Nile, 

Beyond the Phasis, and applaud my vengeance ; 
Because she comes from Asiatic shores. 

Where many valiant Grecian chiefs lie slain. 

And hath in part been guilty of the blood 
Of your famed son ; for Paris, by whose shaft, 
Transpierced, Achilles perished, was the brother, 
And she the wife of Hector : yet you enter 
The same abode with her, the genial board 
With her partake, allow her to bring forth 
Under your roofs an execrable brood. 

These mischiefs both to you and me, old man, 
Foreseeing, have I snatched her from your hands 
With a design to kill her. But, 0 say, 

(For there is nought of meanness in our holding 
This conference), if my daughter bear no child, 
And she have sons, will you appoint them lords 
Of this your Phthian land? shall they wffio spring 
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From a barbarian race, o’er Greeks bear rule? 

Am I, because I hate injustice, void 
Of understanding, and are you discreet ? 

Reflect on this ; had you bestowed your daughter 
On any citizen, were she tluis treated, 

Would you sit down and bt^ar lh*r wrongs in silence? 
I deem you would not. Why th(*n with such harshness 
Speak you in favour of a foreign dame 
Against your nearest frituuls? as gnait a right 
To vengeance as her luisliand, hatli the wife 
Whom her lord injure.s : fur while lie whose doors 
An unchaste constu’t enlers, in Ids liands 
Hath power to right hinis('lf, a woman's strength 
Taes only in Iu;r parents and hrr friends. 

My daughter, thenUbre, am I huiuul to aid: 

Vou show the tnarks of ago* : fur while you talk 
Of that famed war 1 waig’*!, you more befriend me 
Than if you had been silent. Uccp in wot* 

Was Helen plunged, not by her own amsent 
But by the gods: and this even! hath proved 
do Greece nu>st ativaulagotjus, t^r its sons 
Who knew not how till tluui tt) witjld the spear, 
Grew valiant. Knan i^xpt'rh'urr, lusst of tuturr 
Men gather all the knowletlgo tht'V pt>MSc‘,ss. 

But when I saw my Ctmsort, in forbearing 
To take away her life, i aeietl wisely : 

And would that you hiul dono iik<* me, nor slain 
Your brother IdKams; this to you I sfasik 
Through mere hcnevolrm*e, and not in \\raih: 

But if resentment o'er your sind usurp 
An empire, such intemperam'e ai the longue 
Will he in you more shameful, while my wishes 
I by a prudent forethought sliall atiaim 
C/miLU Now both desist tliis wero better far) 

From such unprofitable strife *4' worrls, 

0 yc will both otTcntl. 

PekttSf Ah me I through Greece 

What mischievous opinions have prevailed! 

When witli the spoils of vaiii|uishrHl foes, the host 
A trophy rear, iliey think not how \wm gained 
By thme brave soldiers who eiidufe ihc toil 
Of balUe, while their general taairs away 
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All the renown : though he was only one 

Who stood ’midst thousands brandishing his spear, 

Nor any single combatant surjmsed, 

He gains a larger portion of applause. 

The venerable rulers of a city, 

Placed in exalted stations, yet devoid 
Of any real merit, overlook 
The populace, though many in the crowd 
Of their inferiors are more wise than they, 

If haply courage and an honest zeal 
Unite to place them in the public view. 

Thou and thy brother thus are swollen with pride, 
From having led those troops to conquer Troy, 

And triumph in the sufferings of your friends. 

But henceforth will I teach thee not to look 
On Paris, Ida’s shepherd, as a foe, 

IVIorO terrible than Feleus. If with speed 
Thou quit not these abodes, and take away 
Thy childless daughter, my indignant grandson, 

By her dishevelled hair around the palace 
Will drag this barren dame, who stung with envy, 
Cannot endure the fruitful mother’s joys. 

But, if she prove so luckless as to bare 
No issue, ought she therefore to deprive us 
Of our posterity ? Begone, ye slaves, 

That I may see who dares obstruct my loosing 
Her hands. Rise up : though trembling with old age, 
Your chains can I unbind. O worthless man, 

Hast thou thus galled her hands ? didst thou suppose 
Thou held’st a bull or lion in the snare ? 

Or didst thou shudder lest she should snatch up 
A sword, and wreak just vengeance on thy head ? 
Come hither to these sheltering arms, my child, 
Unbind thy mother’s chains ^ in Phthia, thee 
rii educate, to them a bitter foe. 

Should Sparta’s sons by the protended spear 
Obtain tto fame, nor in th’ embattled field 
Their prowess signalize, be well assured 
Ye have no other merit* 

Chorus. Old men talk 

With freedom, and their vehemence of soul 
Is hard to be .restrainedv ■ 
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Mmt. ICxtremely prone 

Are you to slander ; niuch against iny will 
I came to Ththia, and am here resolved 
That I will iK'ither do nor .suffer aught 
Disgraceful : hut to my own luune with Hj)eed 
Am I returning, and have little time 
In vain (it;hat(ss to lavish ; for a city 
Not far fiDin S[)arta’s gates and erst a friend 
Is waging war against ns ; 1 wuuld Irad 
My hardy s(|uadri»n.s h>rt!j f assail tin* fuc, 

And utterly subdue t!n*m. 'To my wish 
Soon as this great affair I sludl liave settled, 
Hither will I return, ami tacr to face, 

When 1 my rrasmis to my sun indaw 
Have iti the tdearest tt‘rms proposed, will hear 
What he eau urgtp; ami if In* punish h^'r, 

And for the future cuurtcntisly xo me 
Demean himself, from me he in return 
Shall meet with courtesy ; hut if he rag«*, 

He of my rage the dire rffei'ts shall ft*e! : 

For still siH‘h treatment an hi.i deeds ilfst*rve 
Shall he expriimtss Hut 1 aui nttl iuut 
By these injuut)us wtmis of yours ; for like 
Some disemlnuiied ghn.st, you fiave u voice, 
Although you aie not able it) tio aue.ht 
But mtaely speak. ( /fv/Z Mkneuus, 

Fekus, Lead on, my hoy; here take 

'Fhy station under these protecimg arms ; 

And thou too, C) tluni misiiaUie daims 
Driven hither by the hirious storm | at hmgth 
Into a i|uii:l haveti are ye Ciimc. 

Jmim On thee and thy dest^endtutUi may the gtids 
Sliuwer every blessing, venerable man, 
h\jr having savta! this child, and wirtchcal me; 
Vet i) beware, lest in mmw lonely spig 
Tliey smldenly asmil iw, ami by 
Drag me away, perceiving lliciti art okl, 

That I litn a weak woitmn* and riiy si«i 
Is but an infant ; til preiiiulioni use, 

Else we, wlio hive e?a aped ihem, may again 

Be caught* 

Feims. Forlitmr to iilierj, in tudi language 
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As this, the dictates of a woman’s fear. 

Advance, who dares to touch you ? he shall weep. 
For with the blessing of th’ immortal gods, 

And by unnumbered troops of valiant horse, 

And infantry supported, 1 bear rule 
Over the Phthian land, I am robust, 

Nor, as you deem, impaired by palsied age. 

Were I, opposed in battle, but to look 
On such a man as this, old as I am, 

An easy conquest soon should I obtain. 

Superior is the veteran, if with courage 
Inspired, to many puths : for what avails 
A vigorous body with a coward’s heart ? 

Peleus, Andromache, and Molossus. 


Chorus. 

ODE. 


I. 

My wish were this ; or never to be bom, 

Or to descend from generous sires, and share 
The blcs.sings which attend a wealthy heir. 

If heavic^st woes assail, ne’er left forlorn 
Without a friend are they of nobler race, 
Hereditary trophies deck their head : 

The records of the brave with joy we trace, 

No distant age their memory can efface, 

For virtue’s torch unquenched pours radiance o’er the 
dead. 


th 

Better is conquest, when we gain our right 
By no reproachful means, no deeds of shame, 
Than if to envy we expose our fame, 

And tranq)lc on the laws with impious might 
Suich laurels which at first too sweetly bloom, 

Ere long are withered by the frost of time, 

And scorn pursues their wearers to the tomb. 

I in my household or the state presume 
To seek that power alone which rules without a crime. 
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III* 

0 veteran, sprung from /Ivaciis, thy spear 
Chilled the Lapitlue with fear, 

And from their hills tlie (Jentaurs drove. 

When glory called, and pro.sjierous gales 
Swelled the Argo's daring sails, 

Intrepid didst thou pass that strait 
Where ruin oft the cnishing hark attends, 

And ocean's foam descends 
From the Symplegades' obstnicaing height 
Next didst thou land on ptajured I Honks shore, 
With Hercules illustrious son of Jove, 

Then first its bulwarks strcaimal with gore; 
Till crowned with faino a piartner of his toil 
Europe again thou sought’st and Phthlis frozen'soil 

The Nurse of Hkrmuink, (hiouua 

Nurse, How doth a rapid scries of inaaits 

The most disastrous, 0 iny drarest friends, 

This day invade us ! for within these. <hu)rs 
Hermione iny mistress, by her sir<‘ 

Forsaken, and grown amM'ious of the guilt 
She hath incurred, hy that attempt to murder 
Andromache and her unhappy stm, 

Resolves to die, h(‘cause sin* dreads, le.st fired 
With indignation at her guilt, her lord 
Should ciist her forth with stairn, or take away 
Her life, because she purposetl to iurve slain 
The innocent The servimts wtio attend 
Can hardly by their vigilanf.at |ueveut her 
From fixing round tier nec'k t!n‘i tieadly noose, 

Or snatch tlie dagger from licr hand, so great 
Is her afUiclitug and she now cimicsses 
That she has d<me amiss. My strength’s exhamied 
In striving to withhold my royal mistress 
From perishing by an ignoble death. 

But enter ye these mansions, and attempt 
I'o save her lifei for strangers mn persuade 
Far belter than old friends. 

Chrm* ^ We hear the voice 

Of her attendants from wilhiii ianilifin 
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Th’ intelligence thon hither earnest to bring : 

That hapless woman seems just on the point 
Of showing with what rage she by her guilt 
Is hurried on : for lo, she rushes forth 
From yon abodes, already hath she 'scaped 
Fler servants' hands, and is resolved to die. 

Hermione, Nurse, Chorus. 

Ah me 1 these ringlets how will I tear off, 

How rend my cliceks ! 

Brse. What mean'st thou, O my daughter? 

Wilt thou thus injure that fair frame ? 
fferm. Away, 

0 thou slight veil, I pluck thee from my head. 

And toss thy scattered fragments in the air. 

JUme* Cover thy bosom with the decent robe. 

Berm. Why with a rohe my bosom should I hide ? 

The crimes I have committed 'gainst my lord 
Are clear, well known, and cannot be concealed 
Burse. Griev’st tliou because thou hast formed schemes to 
slay 

Thy rival ? 

Berrn. I with many groans bewail 

Those hostile darings, execrable wretch, 

Wretcli that I am, an object of just hate 
To all mankind. 

Burse. Thy husband such offence 

Will pardon. 

Berm. From my hand why didst thou snatch 

The sword ? llestore, restore it, O my friends, 

That I this bosom may transpierce. Why force me 
To quit yon pendant noose? 

Burse. In thy distraction 

Shall I forsake and leave thee thus to die ? 

Berm. Where shall I find (inform me, O ye Fates) 

The blazing pyre, ascend the craggy rock, 

Plunge in the billows, or amidst the woods 
On a steep mountain waste the life I loathe, 

That after death the gods beneath may take me 
To their protection? 

Ckoms. Why wouldst thou make efforts 
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So violent ? some mischiefs sent by Heaven 
Sooner ox later visit all mankind. 

Hcrm. Me like a stranded bark, thou, O my sire, 

Hast left forsaken and without an oar. 

To thee 1 owe my ruin. ^ I no longer 
In these my bridal mansions <'an reside. 

To the propitious statues of what (.lod 
With suppliant haste shall I repair, or fall 
At a slave's knees, mys<‘If an al)jtH't slave? 

I from the land of Phthia, like a hirti 
Upborne on azure wings, Wi)uld spt‘e<i my flight 
Or imitate that ship whose dasfiing oars ’ 
Twixt the Cyanean straits first urged their way. 

Ntmt. As little, O my daughter, ran 1 praise 

That veluunenee which caused ihea.^ to trans'^ress 
Against tlie Trojan dame, as th<*s<; thy fears’^ 
Whi<'h arc iiunuHicnUe. h’or studi slight uffence 
Thy lord, misled by the prunieious tongue 
Of a barbarian woman, from his coinfli 
Will not expel thee: for tlani art not his 
By right of eomjuest, l)orn<' fnun vantjuished Troy* 
But thee, the daughter of a miejay king, ’ 

He with ahundanl dowtu', and tunn a eity, 

Most flourishing, received : luir will thy sire, 

His child flirsaicing, as thou dnaul'st, permit thee 
To be cast forth : but entf*r tfjese abodes, 

Nor show thyself without, leNt N»une affront 
Thou sliouldst n-ceive if bapiy thou art seen 
Before these doors. j A’.trV Nuesr 

Ohms. Hehohl a man, wlusse dress 

Is of such different fasliion that it speaks 
The foreigner, comes swiftly fr<un the gate* 

OaKsTEs, llr.HMtuNr, (bnuius. 

Oresfes. h this lid alHuic of great AeldHes* son, 

The regal mansion, <> ye fotf-ign <latnes? 

Chms. It is ns thtni hast saiil llui who lut dual 
That ask St this tpiestion ? 

Omies, Agnmenmoids son, 

And Clytmmeslrft’s ; hul my name's Oresles : 

I to Doilomg Ilf orack of jove, 
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Am on my road ; but since I now have reached 
The land of Phthia, first would I inquire 
How fares liermione, the Spartan dame, 

My kinswoman ; doth she yet live and prosper ? 

For though from me far distant be the land 
In which she now resides, she still is dear. 

Ecrm. 0 son of Agamemnon, who thus make 

Your seasonable appearance, like the haven 
To mariners amidst a furious storm, 

Take pity, I implore you by those knees. 

On me a wretch whose inauspicious fortunes 
You witness. Hence round your knees I fling 
These arms, which ought to prove of equal 
force 

With hallowed branches by the suppliant borne. 
OmUs» What’s this ? am I deceived ? or do my eyes 
Indeed behold the queen of these abodes, 

And Menekius’ daughter? 

Th’ only child 

Whom to the Spartan monarch Helen bore. 

Mistake me not. 

Orestes. O Phoebus, healing power, 

Protect us ! But what dire mischance hath happened ? 
Or from the gods, or human foes, proceed 
The evils thou cndur’st ? 

ffem. Some from myself, 

But others from the husband whom I wedded, 

The rest from one of the immortal gods. 

I utterly am ruined. 

Oresfes, What afflictions 

Can any woman who’s yet childless feel 
But those which from her nuptial union spring? 
Emrh I'ic.nce these distempers of the soul arise, 

And well do you anticipate my words. 

Omfes. Enamoured with another, is thy lord 
False to thy bed ? 

fferm. He loves a captive dame, 

The wife of Hector. 

Oresfes, This of which thou speak’st 

Is a great evil, when one man possesses 
Two wives. 

fferm. Twas thus, till I avenged the wrong. 
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Or€S^es. Didst thou with arts familiar to thy sex 
Plot ’gainst thy rival’s life ? 

fferm. ^ killed 

Her and her spurious son. 

Orestes. Hast thou despatched them? 

Or were they screened from their impending fate? 

IlerfH. Old Peleus to these worthless objects showed 
Too great a reverence. 

Orestes. ^.ny friend 

Ready to aid thee in tlu* purposed slaughter? 

ffemi. My sire, who from this cause for S|)arta came, 

Orestes, Yet by that aged man was lie sulidued ? 

Eerm, Abashed he fled, and l<*ft me here alone. 

Orestes. I understand tliec. wHl : thy Imslxind’s wrath 
Thou fear’st for what thou’st done. 

Eerm. ^ you know! 

Hence justly will lu‘. lakt? away my life. 

What can be said? yet by immortal jovii, 

Our grandsire, I conjure you, .send me far 
PYoni these d(muiinH, or to my lathers house. 

Had but tiusse walls a vuic'r, they would proclaim 
The sentence of my cxiU*, for the land 
Of Phtliia hates me. If my lord return 
From Phtebus’ oradt% for the hum let a is 
I have committed, lie will strikt* me dmui, 

Or force me to become, tliat harlot's slave 
Whom erst I ruled, 

Orestes. Py .stniu* will it be asked 

Whence tlum into siadi tnnnu didst tluni fall? 

Eerm, My ruin I derive from the atlmission 

Of these vile women, wdio imlamed my pritle 
By uttering tlu:se rasii wonls : ** Wilt ihtni endure 
Beneath thy roof that tMlious slave wlio shares 
Thy bridal etaudi? by jums awful (picam, 

I would not suffer sueh a wretch to ijreathe 
In my polluted chamber/' When I heani 
The language uttered by the^se eiafiy sirens, 
Artificers of mischief, who, to .suit 
Their purpo.se, in persuasive strains <lispkyed 
The power of elnijUfiirc, I w’as iniffed up 
With fidly : hu what tieeil had I to Imid 
. My lord in reverence while possessed of all 



Andromache 2 

That I could wish ? abundant wealth was mine, 
O’er these abodes I reigned, and any children 
I to my husband might hereafter bare 
Would be legitimate ; but hers, by mine 
In strict subjection held, a spurious race. 

But never, never (I this truth repeat) 

Should wedded men, who have the gift of reason. 
Let women have a free access, and visit 
Their consort. For they teach her evil lessons : 
Urged by the hopes of lucre, one corrupts 
Her chastity ; a second hath already 
Transgressed herself, and wishes that her friend 
May be as vicious : many by their lust 
Are led astray : hence to their husband’s house 
A train of mischief rises. Guard the doors 
Of your abodes with locks and massive bars ; 
Since from the intrusion of these female guests, 
No good, but mischiefs numberless ensue, 

Ckm* Thou to thy tongue hast given too free a scope 
In thus aspersing the whole female race : 

Thy present woes indeed our pardon claim ; 

Yet every woman is in duty bound 
To gloss o’er the misconduct of her sex. 

Oresfes. Wisdom pertained to him who taught mankind 
To hear the reasons by both parties urged 
In a debate. Aware of the confusion 
In tluxse abodes, and of the strife ’twixt thee 
And Hector’s wife, I stayed not to observe 
Whether thou in tins house wouldst still remain, 
Or through a fear of yonder captive dame 
Abandon it : I therefore hither came, 

Nor waited for intelligence from thee. 

And if a satisfactory account 

Of thy j)roccedings thou to me canst give, 

I will convey thee hence. For thou, who erst 
Wert mine, with this thy present husband liv’st, 
Through the perfidious conduct of thy sire, 

Who ere he entered the domains of Troy 
Affianced thee to me, and then to him 
Who now possesses thee, again engaged, 

If he the Phrygian city should subdue. 

But I forgive thy father for this wrong,' 
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When hither great Achilles’ son returned, 

And to the bridegroom sued that he would loose 
Thy plighted hand ; of all iny various fortunes 
Informing him, and of my present woes ; 

How feasible it were for me to wed 
Among my friends, l)ut that for such an exile 
As I am, driven from my pattumal throne, 

H'would not be (‘asy to obtain a c:onsort 
In any foreign land : on this he grew 
More arrogant, and bitterly reproached me 
Both with my mother’s and those Furies 

Whose blood sHtained visages inspire dismay. 

By the misfortunes of my !iuusl‘ bowed down 
To earth, I grirtved iiuhsul, but grieving bore 
The weight of tht‘se ailaiuiti(\s, ami reft 
Of thee my bride, ndtictantly <lcparted. 

But since thy fortunes nenv have undetrgone 
A change so unexpeettni, and involved 
In woe, thou stand’s! aghast ; from tliesc abodes 
Thee will I take and io thv siu* convoy, 

For wondrous Is the force ui' kimlred ties ; 

And in misfortuiK's mmglit exceeds the friend 
Who from tiie .stdf same hoiuic derives his birth 
fferm. My father will take <'nre how to <iisposc 
Of me in marriage, nt>r is it my province 
Such question to decide. Hut, < ) convey me 
From these loatluai mansitms with the utmost 
speed, 

Lest when my Imshami at liis first return 
Fmters the doors, he inlerecia my flight ; 

Or, hearing that I k*ave his grandson’s bouse, 
Pelcus ptirsue me with Ins rapiil steeds. 

Orestes. Be of good chettr against that aged nmn, 

And from thy fuiims low!, Achilles^ goig 
IVho treated me with sraun, fear nought ; this haad 
Hath with such cautiems prepared 

For him th’ inevitalde snares of death, 

Of which nojjrevknii rneiilion will I make; 

But when it is tccomphslied, this exploit 
Shall on tlie rock of Delphi 1 m* proclaimed. 

1 who my mother slew» if tli* armed friends 
Whom 1 have stationed in the Fyihiait realm 
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Observe their oaths, will teach him that he ought 
To have abstained from wedding any dame 
Betrothed to me. He in an evil hour 
Shall claim atonement for his father's death 
Of Phoebus mighty king ; nor shall repentance 
For these audacious blasphemies avail 
To save the miscreant on whose impious head 
Apollo wreaks just vengeance ; by his wrath 
O'ertaken, and entangled in my snares, 

He wretchedly shall perish. For the gods 
Subvert the prosperous fortunes of their foes 
Nor suffer pride to rear her towering crest. 

[£ xeun / Orestes and Hermione 

Chorus. 

ODE. 


I. I. 

Phoebus, thou god who with a mound 
Of stately towers didst Ilion's rock surround ; 

And thou, O Neptune, ruler of the main, 

Borne swiftly by thy azure steeds 
In a liglit car, who cleav’st the watery plain 
After exerting with unwearied toil 

Such skill as human works exceeds, 

'Gainst wretched Troy when Mars his javelin bore, 
Why, faithless to that chosen soil, 

Left ye your city drenched in gore ? 


I. 2. 

The steeds ye yoked on Simois' banks 
Whirled many a chariot through the broken ranks ; 
No hero gathered in that stubborn fray 
One laurel to adorn his head : 

Phrygia's illustrious rulers swept away, 

Took their last voyage to a distant shore. 

And mingled with the vulgar dead, 

While the polluted altars ceased to gleam 
Upwafting to the skies no more 
Their frairkincense in ■odorous steam. 
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IL I, 

Slain by his wife Atridos fell ; 

His furious son sent to the shades of Hell 
The murderess, and returned th’ unnatural deed, 
That fatal stroke the god apf>r()ved, 

His oracles ordained tliat she should bleed, 
When young Orestes at the inmost shrine 
Was by a heavenly irni)uls<t moved, 

His hands in gore maternal to imbrue. 

0 Phoebus, 0 thou power divine, 

How shall I think th' assertion true ? 


n. 

In Greece doth immy a (ianu* (‘iunplain 
Chaimting rude dirgt'S for hvx (diildrm slain ; 
Others their native laiui nductant lc*;tve, 

And to a foreign lord are brought 
Nor yet hast thou alone just <'ause to grieve, 

Nor to thy friends hath lleavrn’s poeuliar hate 
These signal miseries wrou^dit : 

Victorious ihvvcc still ieels as dt*(*p u wound, 
From wlueua* the thundriFok of fat<* 
Through Phrygia scattered ilruths uioiind. 

ChfOHim. 

F€kus, Answer my <|ueslions, O ye 1‘hthian <lune.s, 

For doubtful is tlu^ rumom I have heard, 

That Meiudaus’ daught<T, wlnm she left 
This house departed fnnn liie. rt^ahn. I roino 
Anxious to learn if this aeeotuu be true. 

For 'tis their duty who remain at home 
To guard the fortunes of iludr alisent friends. 
Chorus, What thou hast heattl, C) Prhms, is ihr. truth, 
And ill would it bec’ome me tci exmeeai 
The woes in wliich I deeply am irnadved : 

Our royal misire.ss imm tlnsse walls m fled. 
Pekus* What feared she ? say. 

Chorus. 11m anger of her lord, 

Lest he from these ala^les should cant iter forth. 
Pdeus. Because she pkaied to tiave slain the boy? 
Chorus, E'en so it was, Yon capiive too she dreaded, 
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Pekus. But from these mansions did she go, attended, 

Or by her father or by whom ? 

Chorus. The son 

Of Agamemnon from this land conveyed her. 

Peleus. What are his views ? to take her for his bride ? 
Chorus^ Thy grandson too he meditates to slay. 

Pekus* Stationed in secret ambush, or resolved 
To meet the dauntless warrior face to face ? 

Chorus. Beneath Apollo’s unpolluted hme 
With Delphi’s citizens. 

Pdeus, ^ Atrocious crime ! 

Ah me I will no one with his utmost speed 
Go to the altar of the Pythian god, 

And to our friends disclose what passes here, 

Ere by his foes Achilles’ son is slain ? 

Messenger, Peleus, Chorus. 

Mess. What evil tidings do I bring to you, 

0 aged man, and all my master’s friends ! 

Peleus. By a sad |)resage which affects my soul. 

1 of th’ impending evil am forewarned. 

Mess. Know then, 0 Peleus, that your wretched grandson 
Is now no more, with such unnumbered wounds 
He by the Delphic citizens transpierced, 

And by that stranger from Mycene died. 

Chorus. Alas 1 alas I but what resource is left 

For tliee, thou hoary veteran ? do not fall ; 

Ilmse thyself up. 

Peleus. To very nothing now 

Am I reduced, I utterly am ruined : 

The power of speech deserts me, and these limbs 
Forget their office. 

Mess. Hear me, and from earth 

Arise, if, with th* assistance of your friends, 

You for this murder wish to be revenged. 

Pekus. How hast thou compassed wretched me, who stand 
On the last verge of spiritless old age, 

0 cruel fate ! say how the only son 
Of my deceased, my only son, was .slain. 

These tidings though unwelcome would I hear. 
iMss. After we reached Apollons sacred realm, 
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While thrice the chariot of the sini performed 
Its bright career, we satiated our eyes 
With viewing all around. The circumstance 
Which raised suspicion first, was tins : the people 
Who dwell witliin the temple of the god 
Held fretiiient meetings, and in crowals assembled 
Meanwhile the son of Aganunnnon went 
Through the whuUi city, an<i in <‘very ear 
Whispered mali.enant words like these: ^‘Behold 
Him who is visiting tlie hallowed shrine 
Of Phenhus pil(*<i with gold, tho treasures given 
By all mankind ; the miserrant ctnnes again 
On the same purpcjse whitii first drew him hither, 
To overthrow tlur tengdt^ of tlu* god.*’ ’ 

Through the whoU: city iirnrf^ an evil rumour 
Went forth, and all tht‘ magisnaUss, to whom 
The holy treasures were eonsigned, assembled, 

In secret ctnmcils heart!, aiul p!a<a‘d a guard 
Behind the massive columns in thi* fants 
We imappri/.tsi of this, infant ime liad caught 
Some sheep, that fed anu<i Ikunassus’ grove, 

And witii our Delphic fritmds and Pythian seers 
Approacht't! tin* altar : snuu* one' salt! : Voungnian 
What vows on thy lichalf shall we adtlnsss ' 

To Iditehus? ftjr wliat purposr art thou come?'' 
He answered: ‘‘To the gnd I wish fo m:ike 
A due aloiuanent for my past oilf-nce, 

Because I er»t from him voth impious Umgue 
Claimed satisfaetion ftrr my tat tier s hhHKi.'* 
Hence did Orestes* caliuniues appear 
To have great weight, suggrsung. that my lord 
Spoke an untrutli, and that he lot her came 
With vile dtssigns. Ihmeaili the holy toof, 
d'hat to Apollo he might tip 
His prayers in that orainilar aluuie, 

He now advanced, luul as lien' Ida/aal, oliservcd 
The victims: In-re a trt>op wuli tah’hitms arnid 
Scre<me<l l^y the hranrhing laurels sKiod; the son 
Of Ciytemne.stra was tin* stde contriver 
Of all these stratagems, i hir lord stood forth, 
And, in the sight e*f this insidious hand, 

Adored the god : wtiilc they with their keen swords, 
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Ere he discerned them, pierced Achilles' son 
Unsheathed in mail. He instantly retreated ; 

For he as yet had by no deadly wound 
Been smitten ; but snatched up in his retreat 
Those glittering arrns which near the portals hung, 
And stood a champion terrible to view, 

Close to the blazing altar ; with loud voice 
He questioned the inhabitants of Delphi : 

Me who a pious votary hither come, 

Why, or for what ofTences, would ye slay 1 
Although the number of his foes was great, 

None of them answered, but all hands hurled stones : 
On every side assaulted by a storm 
Thick as the falling snows, he warded off. 

Extending the broad margin of his shield, 

Each missile weapon : but of no avail 
Was this resistance : for the spear, the shaft, 

The dart, were thrown at once, and at his feet 
Mixed instruments of sacrifice lay scattered 
Th' agility with which your grandson shunned 
The blows they aimed, was wondrous to behold : 
They in a circle gathering round, closed in, 

Nor gave him space to breathe, till from the altar 
Descending with a leap like that which bore 
The luipless (Irccian chief to Phrygia's coast, 

He rusht,;d among them : like a flock of doves 
Who see the hawk appear, they turned and fled: 

In heaps on heaps promiscuous, many fell, 

Some in the narrow passage wounded lay, 

While others o’er them trampled, and their groans 
Unholy echoed through the hallowed dome. 

But, trarKjuil as the waters in a calm, 

In golden arms my lord resplendent stood, 

Till from the inmost sanctuary burst forth 
A deep-toned voice of horror, which impelled 
The recreant warriors to renew the fight : 

Achilk^s' son then smitten through the flank 
With a keen sword, by one of Delphi fell, 

Who slew him, yet ignobly, with the aid 
Of multitudes. But after he to earth 
Was fallen, what sword transpierced him not, what hand 
Threw not a stone to smite him ? his whole frame, 
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So graceful erst, was with ininumbered wounds 
Disfigured : till at length his mangled corse, 
Which stained tlie altar^s basis, from the fane 
Drenclied with the bloo<i of victims they cast forth 
But gathering uj) with sptM.‘d, his loved remains ' 
To you we bear, O vcncra})lc man, 

That o’er them you may shed the i)lenteous tear 
And grat'e them with srp\ilehral rites. Thus Phis 
Who pro|,)hesies to others, mighty king, ' 

And deals out j\istice to th’ admiring world, 
llatli t>n Achilles’ sc»n ren'enged liimself, 

And, like some worthU‘ss imman foe, revived 
An ancient griulg(; : how then <‘a.n iu* he wise? 

I A.Vl/ iMKSSENOgl^ 

Chcmis. But lol our n>yal maiitrT, (nnn tho land 
Of Delphi borne, approatdue; tlirse abudcsl 
WreUthed was he, by siudi imtinudy dof^ni 
O’ertaken : nor art thou, O usnsI man, 

Less wretched than the slaughttTfai youth: for thou 
Into thy <loors rce<*iv'st A<dnllf's’ son, 

But not as thou couldst wisli ; thou too art fallen 
Into a/llien'o?! s snare, 

Peleus. ^Vb.at pitecais ohjtsa, 

Ah me! do f liehoUl, and wiiii thesr hands 
Receive into tny luuise ! Wf are uiuinut*, 

We are undone, () thoii 'riu-ssalian city; 

I have iH* children, no drscendants ivh, 

To occupy ihest* inamdms, C hi what friend 
Shall I a wrotched sm’lbrer turn my eyes, 

And hope to fmd relif*!'? O thtm disir iaca*, 

Ye chc‘eks, yc hands! ihf‘e wamU! to Heaven that 
fate 

In those embattled fiehls of dhi^y had slain 
Beside the waives of Sine tis ! 

Chrus* He in death 

Hence would have found rrtp.wn : thou toff, old man, 
’Wouidst have been liappier 

Tin m, C ) wnllock, wedlod, 
These mansions imd my city tiasi oVritmnvn. 

My gmiHlson, iliTOtigh the iiiansideiotis miplids 
By thee contracted, would to heaven my gato 
Had ne cr received l!mi fixceniiik liend 
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Hermione, thy bane ! O bad she first 
With thunderbolts been smitten 1 nor hadst thou, 
Presumptuous mortal, charged the Delphic god 
With having aimed the shaft which slew thy sire 1 
(,}iQrus> I will awake the sad funereal dirge, 

And wailing pay to rny departed lord 
Such customary tribute as attends 
I The shades of mighty chiefs. 

With misery and old age bowed down to earth, 

I shed th’ incessant tear. 

(jy^us. . . Thus hath the god 

Ordained, the god’s vindictive arm hath wrought 
All these calamities. 

O most beloved, 

This house, ah me 1 a desert hast thou left, 

And me a miserable old man made childless. 

Ckoms. Before thy children, O thou aged man, 

Thou shouklst have died, 

fijgus. Shall I not rend my hair, 

And beat with desperate hands this hoary head ? 

0 city 1 Phcebus hath of both my sons 
Deprived me, 

CJiom, O thou miserable old man, 

What evils hast thou witnessed and endured 1 
Plow wilt thou pass the remnant of thy life ? 

Pdeus. Childless, forlorn, no period to my woes 
’ Can I discover, but till death must drink 
!, The bitter potion. 

Chorus. Sure the gods in vain 

Showered blessings on thy nuptials, 

Pekus. Flud and withered 

Is all our ancient pomp. 

Chorus. Alone thou mov’st 

Around thy lonely house. 
f ileus. I have no city. 

Thee, 0 my sceptre, to the ground I cast, 

And from yon dreary caverns of the main, 

Daughter of Nereus, me wilt thou behold 

Utterly ruined, grovelling in the dust 

IChorus. Ila 1 who was it that moved? what form divine 
Do I perceive? look there I ye nymphs, attend, 
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With rapid passage through the fleecy clouds 

Borne onward, some divinity arrives 
At Phthia’s pastures, famed for generous steeds. 

Thetis, Pkleus, Chorus. 

TheHs. 0 Pcleiis, mindful of the lit-s which bound 
Our plighted love, I liitluu- from the house 

Of Nereus coim*, and with ilu'st; wholesome counsel? 
Ik^gin ; despair not, though tliy present woes 
Are grievous : for e’en I wht> shtuild have borne 
A race of childnei sneh as ne’er might cause 
My tears to slnsun, have lost tlu^ son who crofted 
Our hopes, Achilles, swift of foot, the first 
Of Greeian hero(‘S. But to ties*, iht* motives 
Which brought me liither, will 1 now ndate ; 

0 listen t(^ my voice. Mark to that altar 
Devoted to the Pythian god, <s>n%-ey 
This iuHiy of Achilles’ slaugjiterrd son, 

And bury it ; so shall his tomb diadare 
The nuir<ierous vit deuce ( iirstes’ hand 
Committed: hut yon captive dame, I mean 
AndronKK'he, on Helmns he;;tnsv(‘d 

In marriage, in Molossia's land must dwell, 

And her young :.on, tie* only ri*val branch 
Which (if the stein c>f cKamis lemains; 

.h'rom him in Iting, sms/essit in shall a nice 
Of happy kings Molossia’s ?ice*]Ure wield: 

Nor will our progeny, ag.ed m;m, 

Be utterly cxtintT, wIrti bhmdeii tlms 
With ilion, still protects I by Un* gods, 

Though by Minerva’s stnitacf-ms it fell. 

But, as for thee, that thuu m.iyst know the blessing 
Of having wisidevl me, \Cis» am by birth 
A goclde.sH and the ilaU|;hter o| a god, 

From all the ills which w.iit human life 
Rehsising, thee immortal \\ili 1 make 
And incurruptihlr ; with mi* a goddess 
In Nereus’ watery mansiotis fhten a g<ai 
Ilerealter shall rcsule, and hum llu: wavei 
Emerging widt dry feel, hriiohi <mr son 
Achilles, to his parents justly dear, 
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Inhabiting that Isle whose chalky coasts 
Are laved by the surrounding Euxine deep. 

But go to Delphi’s city by the gods 
Erected, thither bear this weltering corse, 

And when thou hast interred it, to this land 
Eetum, and in that cave which through the rock 
Of Sepia time hath worn, thy station keep 
Till from the waves I with my sister choir 
The fifty Nereids come, to bear thee hence. 

Thou must endure the woes imposed by fate, 

For thus hath Jove ordained. But cease to grieve 
For the deceased : for by the righteous gods 
The same impartial sentence is awarded 
To the whole human race, and death’s a debt 
Which all must pay. 

Hail, venerable dame, 
Daughter of Nereus, my illustrious wife : 

For what thou dost is worthy of thyself, 

And of thy progeny. I cease to grieve 
At thy command, O goddess, and will go, 

Soon as my grandson’s corse I have interred. 

To Pelion’s cave, where first thy beauteous form 
I in these arms received. The man whose choice 
Is by discretion guided, should select 
A consort nobly bom, and give his daughters 
To those of virtuous families, nor wish 
•To wed a damsel sprung from worthless sires, 
Though to his house a plenteous dower she bring : 
So shall he ne’er incur the wrath of Heaven. 

^Chorus. A thousand shapes our varying fates assume, 

The gods perform what we could least expect, 

And oft the things for which we fondly hoped 
Come not to pass : but Heaven still finds a clue 
To guide our steps through life’s perplexing maze. 
And thus does this important business end 



IPHIGENIA IN AULIS 


PEKSONS OF THE DRAMA 


Agamemnon. 
Men KLAUS, 
ACHI LLKS. 
Clytrmkkstra, 


IS’IIU'.RNIA, 

A'l t'ENOANT, 

c.’noKus, Elm A I ns or Chalcis 


Ac; AM KMNON, At I N I L\NT. 


Agaf/L Thou old and faithful sorvuut, frotu tlie house 
Come forth, 

AiUud. I cunuL U1ial rctxuit care disturbs 

The royal Agamenmon ? 

Agam, 'rhnii sIliU know. 

Attend, I haste : for not to slcrp incliocH my agi*. 

Nor in these eyes h dull. 

Agank \\1ral star is that 

There sailing ? 

Attend. Sirius^ in Ids middle Ireight 

Near tiie seven Fleiatls ritling, 

AgaPih ^ Not tlu'^sound 

Of birds is ticard» nor (d‘ the sea ; tlu! winds 
Are hushed in silema* on tin* Nuripus. 

Attend, Wiry dM\ the royal AgauuTnmnr thcii 

Rush front in's tent ? d’hrtJtigh Aulis qtiiet ruigiis, 
And mcnii.inlcHH the watOr tlicir statinii hold. 

Let us go in, 

igam. 1 envy tin*e, old man; 

I envy all^ who pass their lives srnne 
From dangcT, to the world, to fame unknown; 
But ti'io.HC to greatness raised I envy not 
AttmJ, The dignity of life in greatness lies, 

Agam, Yet k that dignity iinsaftt : tlie eliase 
Of glory is deliglitfuh but when won 
It brings disquiet, Oiif* while from the godi, 
Their worship ill direileth niin comes ; 

m 



287 


Iphigenia in Aulis 

One while the various and discordant views 
Of men distract the mind, and wound its peace. 

\0md. This I approve not in a potent chief. 

Not to all good, without a taste of ill, 

Did Atreus give thee birth : it must be thine 
To joy, it likewise must be thine to grieve, 

For thou art mortal born ; and though perchance 
To thee not pleasing, thus the gods decree. 

The blazing lamp didst thou display, and write 
That letter, which thou boldest in thy hand 
E'en now; the writing didst thou blot; then seal, 
And open it again ; then on the floor 
Cast it in grief, the warm tear from thine eye 
Fast flowing, in thy thoughts distracted near, 

As it should seem, to madness. What new care. 

My royal lord, say what new care disturbs thee ? 

Tell me, impart it to me : to a man 
Honest and faithful wilt thou speak, a man 
By Tyndarus of old sent to thy wife, 

A nuptial present, to attend the bride, 

One of tried faith, and to his office just 
To Leda were three beauteous daughters bora, 
Phoibe, and Clytemnestra now my wife, ■ 

And Helena : to her the youths of Greece, 

Those of tiie noblest rank, as wooers came. 

Each menaced high, on deeds of blood resolved, 
Should lie not win the virgin ; this was cause 
To Tyndarus her father of much doubt, 

To give, or not to give her, and how best 
To make good fortune his ; at length this thought 
Occurred, that each to each the wooers give 
Their oath, and plight their hands, and on the flames 
Pour the libations, and with solemn vows 
Bind their firm faith that him who should obtain 
The virgin fur his bride they all would aid ; 

If any dared to seir.e and bear her off, 

And drive by force her husband from her bed, 

All would unite in arms, and lay his town, 

Greek or Barbaric, level with the ground. 

Their faith thus pledged, the aged Tyndarus 
Beneath them well with cautious prudence wrought 
He gave his daughter of her wooers one 
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To choose, towWs whom tiie ^^entle gales ofW 
Should waft her : and she chose (C) iuid he ne’e/ 
Obtained that envied favour !) Menelatis. 

To Lacedemon now the. Phrygian came, 

The judge beUveen the !>(‘autics of the sky, 

So fame reports him : gm-gcuus wrts Ihs dress 
Giitt’ring with gold and viununhtinctun*d dyes 
Barbaric elegance. He lov(‘d, was loved, 

And bore the Intauteous Ihdena away 
To Ida's pastoral grovi*s ; for Mtmclaus 
Was absent tlu;n. Deserted thus tliriiu^h Greece 
lie raved, the oaths attesting giv'n of' old 
To <^'onjuri ng all t’ avengt' 

iiis wrongs. On tliis the (Ireeiatis rush to war 
And taking arms come hilluT tt) thr‘ straits ’ 
Of Aulis, furnishtal W(*U with ships, with spears 
And num’rous charitgs : me tlu-y t'luKse tluur chief 
Doing a grace to hlenelatts, fur that ’ 

I am his brother. O ttiai this high houtHir 
Some other hatl receivrtl, lud I ! 11 te tumps 

CoUecUal and emhoilicHi, hero wt* sit 
Unactive, and front Aulis wisli ti> sail 
In vain. l'h(‘ prophet Oidrhas, Inidst the glooin 
I’hal darkened oit intr mi min, at h-ngih pronounced 
I'hat Iphigetua, my virgin iiaugBter, 

I to Diatw, goddt‘s.s of this land, 

Must sacriiic«‘, : this vittim giv'n, the wimis 
Shall swttll our sails, and lliiy henoath our arms 
Be humhk,al in the duni 5 liul if denied, 

These things are not to he. lids wluui 1 licard, 

I said that Iry the herakl s voice the intops * 
Should be discharged, for nevi^r would I hvar 
To sky my datighter ; till my luoihtT came, 

And, urging many a plea, persumlt»d me 
T<.) hear these dreadful things. I wrote, I sealed 
A letter tij my wife, that site should send 
Her daughter to Artiilles as 11 hride 
Aflianmh of hk worth I spoke in terms 
Ofainplest honmir ; saitl he would riot sail 
With Greece, unless from tii his inijiiial hed 
Was deckmi in Phtltk : with fiiy wife this found 
Easy belief, the ftlie talc that tiiifiounced 
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Her daughter’s destined marriage. Of the Greeks 
None but Ulysses, Calchas, and my brother 
To this are conscious. What I then resolved 
Imprudently, I prudently retract, 

Committed to this letter, which thou sawst me 
This night, old man, unfold and fold again, 

Take then this letter, haste, to Argos go. 

That there is written, in its secret folds 
Enclosed, I will explain to thee ; for thou 
Art faithful to my wife and to my house. 
jiiiend. Read it, explain its purport, that my words 
May aptly with thy writing correspond. 

A^am. “ Whatc’er my former letter gave in charge, 

[I^eads. 

Daughter of Leda, this I write to thee, 

That to Eubcea’s winding way thou send not 
Thy daugliter, nor to Aulis rising high 
Above the waves ; for to some other time 
The nuptials of the virgin we defer.” 

Attend. Will not Achilles, frustrate of his bride, 

Be fired with rage ’gainst thee, and ’gainst thy wife ? 
This might be dang’rous : is not such thy thought ? 
Ai^am. His name indeed we used, but nothing more : 
Achilles knows not of the nuptials, knows 
Of our transactions nought, nor that I named 
My daughter his, as to his bed betrothed. 

Attend. This, royal Agamemnon, is a deed 

Of perilous daring. So thy daughter, named 
A bride to him who from a goddess draws 
His birth, tliou ledd’st a victim for the Grecians. 
A^am. Distraction’s in the thought : unhappy me, 

My misery sinks me I But away I To age 
Remitting nothing, use thy utmost speed 
Attend. I hasten, king. 

Agam, Now sit not on the bank 

Of shaded fountain, nor indulge to sleep. 

Attend. Think better of me. 

Agam. Take good heed, where’er 

The ways divide, observing that the car, 

Whose wheels swift-rolling bear my daughter hither 
Where rides the fleet of Greece, escape thee not 
ittend I shall observe. 

K 
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Agam. Now haste thee from the tent. 

If on thy way thou meet her, liackward turn 
Her reins, and send her to Myccnx’s walls 
liaised by the Cyclops. 

Jtieml N«w, if I sliall say 

This to thy wife and daugliter, shall 1 gain 
Belief? 

A^a?n. This seal, whose imprt^ss on that letter 

Thou bearst, take with thee. Co ; tliat silver 
light 

Shows the approach of mom, the liarbinger 
Of the sun^s fu:ry sUuhLs. Be in my toils 
Assistant to me : for of mortals none 
Knows a piir«' coarse of unmisril iiappin<‘,s.s ; 
None yet was born witiujut a share td i;ricf. 


Citonu'S. 


I. 

Thus have I rcar'iuai tiu* sandy sliore 
Where Aulis rises from the d.ashing wave, 

Nor feared its foam to brave, 

The narrow Kuri|)us advent’iing <»\ r ; 

My native (liahis left, that fertis the prkle 
Of the swift current hast'itine, to the main, 
Illustrious Aretiuisas silver tide. 

The Grttcian caiitp, the. i Irei^ian tied, the train 
Of demigods I wish lu set% 

Who with a thousand ships, that wail ti) bear 
'Gainst dVoy thf', vrne.rful war 
(For thus our husltands say the states decree), 
By the imperial Agamrmnuu led, 

In anus for Iniglit luiirrd Menelaus aris«% 

And Helen ravisheii horn hi* mtpti.d IhuI; 
Her from Euroias ,*a*dgy Isitjlv Ins pii/.e 
Thtt shepherd Baris hfuc away, 

The gift Venus on that day 
Wlum, nigh the dewy Ibmuain as slu* stotid 
Contending with llm lival forms of hisiven, 

To her dm |mlm of bciuity given, 

In ail her radiant diarius lie: goddess |;lowstl 
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Aniistrophe i. 

Diana’s hallowed grove I seek, 

Where to the goddess Ixequent victims bleed, 
And through it pass with speed, 

The warm blush kindling on my youthful cheei 
Ardent my wish to view the guard of shields, 
The armed tents of Greece extended wide, 
Their horse in warlike muster o’er the fields, 
And all the glorious scene of martial pride. 
There either Ajax struck my sight, 

One from Oileus draws his birth, and one 
From greater Telamon, 

Salamis glories in her hero’s might. 

These sitting with Protesilaus I saw 
Delighted with the various-figured die. 

But Falamedes, proud his birth to draw 
From Neptune, with Tydides whirled on high 
The massy discus : Merion there 
Rejoiced the manly sport to share, 
Wondrous the hero’s form and martial grace ; 
Ulysses tliere, whose island’s craggy brow 
F rowns o’er tlie darkened waves below ; 
And Nireiis, fairest of the Grecian race, 

Epode L 

Swift as the winged wing 
Achilkes, whom the goddess Thetis bore, 

And gaN'c to Chiron in his rigid lore 
To train his infant mind, 

I saw : in all his arms arrayed, 

'Fhe cumbrous equipage of war, 

II is speed he o’er the strand displayed, 
('untending with the harnessed car : 

High o'er the beam I saw Eumelus rise, 

1 htxird his animating cries, 

And marked each courser beauteous to behold, 
Their glitt’ring bits embossed with gold : 
I'hosc in the midst, the yoke that bear. 
Dappled with silvery marks their hair ; 

And each on either side 
That wind, obedient to the guiding rein, 
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With equal swiftness o’er the plain, 

Bright as the fiaining gold, with ])ride 
On snow-white fetlocks bound 
With rival speed 1 saw Pelides fly, 

In arms, the whirling chariot nigli, 

Ligl'it o’er the |)eh!)lcd gruinuL 

2 . 

Hence to the ninnerous fleet I fly, 

A vast and glorious sight, 

To gratify rny curitms eye, 

A woman’s dear delight. 

On riglU win|; Imm Pinhias strand 
''I'hc Myrmidons, a valiant harul, 

In fifty gallant vtsssels ride ; 

And by the Kereids we Ijcludd, 

Briglit on the prows iti sculptured gold 
Achilles’ nxms arc signified. 

2, 

The Argive ships of tapial oars 

Next these their statitiu lutltl; 

The son (if dalatis hauls thm'r jum'ers, 

And Stheiiehis the* boki. 

In order next tlf Atlieiiian train 
In sixty vessels |ili»tigh the main, 

liicir luxst tht‘ siin tif 'rhcMnis leads: 
Adorning the Munyeiuau pnavs 
In arms a sculptured Pidias ghnvs, 

Inspiring high heroic tleeds. 

[f7ic $mmd Kpmk is 
' SiiVpke j. 

Bceotia^s host I theie siirveyetl, 
til fifty ships the warriors came : 

An imaged form eiicdi stiip rlisptayed, 

I’rtiud argurmmi of Thrimn faim: ; 

High on sculpUired firow their Oailmus stent 
A golden dragon holding in Ids Imiids ; 

And Ixiius, who hmu Ids birili 
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From those tluit sprung embattled from the earth* 
Coimnands their naval war. 

Those, \Yh(> tiunr race from Phocis draw, 
Ranged on the foaming Hood I saw. 

Oilcan Ajax there, 

Equal his nunihtirs, U‘ads the T.ocrian train, 

Leaving illustrious I’hronion’s plain. 

Afitisiropkf^ 3, 

Fnnn Itigh ISlyc'eiue’s rampired towers, 

'Powers by the labVing Cyclops wrought, 

The son of Atoms h'ads his powers ; 

A hundred ships the monarch brought; 

And faithful at bis .sid(% as hhaul with friend, 

These ryes brhtd<l the injured chief attend; 

'That for the fair, her house who fled, 

Lightly pr(‘ferring a barbaric bed, 

(Jrceee with a gen’rous rage 
Might rise,! and vindicate his (xuise. 

His troops from Pylus Ne‘slor draws, 

R(*vere'nd the warrior’s age; 

On his tall vessels sculptured Alpheus stands, 

A bull, and stanns to spurn the sands. 

Epotk 3. 

From /h'nia’s stcjrmy coast 
By Geneus led twelve vesstds idough the tide; 

The chiefs of Llis anchor by their side; 

Tliese through tld extended host 
Arc calleHl the brave l?pean train, 

And ICurytuB their force commands. 

Dashed by tludr oars the fcuuning main 
Whitf'us licairath the Taphian bands ; 

Megt^s their leader, from that dangerous shore, 
Wliere rough Echinm’s vext rocks roar. 

The Halaminiau Ajax to the right 
.Stretches, the left wing to unite; 

The last in station, the deep 
His fleetest vessels circling; sweep. 

In all their gallant pride 
I heard, I saw them stretch : to meet their war 
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Should the barbaric slight barks dare, 
Shattered and sunlc beneath the tide, 

They will return no more. 

I heard, I saw; and all the warlike train 
Faithful my memory shall retain, 

When reached my native shore. 

Attendant, Menelaus, Chorus. 

Aiiend- This, Menelaus, is wrong ; thou shouldst not do it. 
Afene. Go to : thou wouldst be faithful to thy lords ! 
^ 4 tiend That is an honour to me, no reproach. 

Mem. Wouldst thou do what thou shouldst not, thou sbalt 
rue it. 

Thou shouldst not ope the letter which I bear. 
Mene. Thou shouldst not bear what to all Greece is hurtful. 
^Attend. With others dispute that ; leave this to me. 
Mem. I will not let it go. 

Attend. Nor will I yield it. 

^Mene. Soon shall thy head this sceptre stain with blood 
Attend. Nay, it were glorious for my lords to die. 

*Mene. Let go : a slave presuming to dispute ! 

" Attend. My royal master, we are wronged : by force 
Thy letter hath he wrested from my hands, 

To what behoves him paying no regard. 

Agamemnon, Menelaus, Attendant, Chorus. 

Agam. Why this indecent tumult at my doors ? 

Attend. My words have greater right than his t’ inform thee. 
Agam. Why, Menelaus, this strife with him, this force? 
Mene. Look, if thou darst, at me ; then will I speak. 
Agam. Fear I, from Atreus bom, to raise mine eye ? 
Mene. Dost thou see this, with basest orders charged? 
Agam. I see it : from thy hand first give it back. 

Mem. Not till I’ve shown all Greece what^s written here. 
Agam. Klnowst thou, this opened, what thou shouldst not 
know ? 

Mene. To wring thy heart, opening thy secret baseness. 
Agam. Where didst thou talce it? Gods, hast thou no 
shame ? 

Mene. Watching from Argos if thy daughter comes. 
Agam. On my affairs a spy 1 How shameless this 1 
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Hene. Urged by my will for I am not thy slave. 

Have I not leave in mine own house to rule ? 
gene. How wayward is thy mind, thy present thoughts 
At variance witli the past, and soon to change 1 
J^am. Finely thy words are tuned : but know thou this, 
The wily tongue is a detested ill 
gm. The wavVing mind is a base property, 

And darkens to our friends : I will convince thee: 
But if througli pride thou turn thee from the truth, 
Small share of praise shalt thou receive from me. 
Thou knowesU when tliy aim was to command 
The troojjs of (habere at Troy, thy semblance formed 
As if affisling nothing, but thy wish 
Miost ardent ; what humility was thine: 

Pressing tlu! hand of eaeli, thy door to all 

Was opiai, to the nuaumsi, and thy speech 

To all addressetl in order, e’en to those 

Who willed no converse with thee, seeking thus 

By courteous manners tliy ambitious wish 

To purchase. I’hc supreme command obtained, 

Soon w'(Tc thy manners changed, and to thy friends 

Not frit'udly as before ; nor was access 

Easy, oft 400 denied. Ill it becomes 

An hoiuist man, when raised to power, to change 

His manners, but then most to be approved 

Finn to his friends, wlien through his advanced state 

He most can serve tluau : this I urge against thee 

As my first charge, where first I found thee base. 

But when thou omst to Aulis, with the troops 
Of Orccce in arms, to ni^thing didst thou sink, 
A.stonislual at thy fortune, by the gods 
Dcnitnl a galt‘ to .swell thy sails. The Greeks 
Requirtal thee to dismiss the ships, nor toil 
In vain at Aulis : how dejected then 
Thy visage, tiiy confusion then how great 
Not to commaml tlie thousand ships, and fill 
The fields of Priam with embattled hosts ? 

Me tiicn didst thou address, What shall I do, 

Or what expedient find, of this command, 

Of this high honour not to be deprived?” 

When Cal(‘hiis at the hallowed rites declared 
That to Diana thou must sacrifice . 
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Thy daughter, and the Grecians then should sail 
With joy thy thoughts "were heightened, j willingly 
The virgin as a victim didst thou promise 
And freely, not by force (urge not that plea), 

Dost thou despatch a nnessage to thy wife 
To send thy daughter blither, the pretence 
Her nuptials with Achilles. ’ But thy mind 
W^as soon averse, and secretly devised 
Letters of difPrent import ; now in sooth 
Thou wilt not be the mLurd’rer of thy daughter. 
This air is witness, whioh hath heard these things 
Of thee. To thousands this hath chanced in tasb 
Of arduous nature ; freely they engage, 

Then from the high attempt retreat with shame, 
Th' ill judgment of their countrymen in part, 
Justice in part the cause, for in the proof 
They feel their want of power to guard the state. 
But most I mourn th’ unhappy fate of Greece, 
Who, prompt her noble vengeance to inflict 
On the barbarians, worthless as they are, 

Shall let them now go scoffing off, through thee, 
And through thy daugtiter. Never for his wealth 
Would I appoint a ruler o’er the state, 

Or chief in arms : wisdom should mark the man 
Who in his country bea.rs the sovereign sway : 
Every man sage in counsel is a leader. 

Chorus. How dreadful, when "^twixt brothers words arise, 
And fierce disputings Icindle into strife ! 

Agam. For this I will rebuke tHee ; but in brief, 

Not raising high the of insolence. 

But with more tempera-nce, because thou art 
My brother ; for a good man loves to act 
With modesty. But tell me, why with rage 
Dost thou thus swell ? why rolls thy blood-streaked 
eye ? 

Who injures thee? of wb.at art thou in want? 

A rich connubial bed, is that thy wish ? 

This to procure thee is not in my power. 

Thou didst possess one, but ill governed it. 

Shall I, who with no fault have e’er been charged, 
Suffer for thy ill conduot ? Is thy heart 
Backed at my honours ? But a beauteous wife 
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lo thy fond arms it is thy wish to hold, 
Transgressing cUiccncy and reason : base 
Of a bad nuin the [)lea$nres. But if I, 

Before ill-judging, have with sober thought 
]VIy purpose changed, must I be therefore deemed 
R.eft of niy scuise? Thou rather, who hast lost 
A wife that brings thee shame, yet dost with warmth 
Wish to rcgjain ht^r, would the fav’ring god 
Grant thee that fortune. Of the nuptials eager 
The suitors phnlg^tal to Tyndarus their oath, 

Unwise : tlic liope, I w(‘en, of the fair bride 
Ejffected this, mort^ than thy grace or power : 

Take these, aiui march to war ; soon wilt thou find 
What oatlus avail ill plightiul, with slight thought, 
And by coin|uilsion. But I will not slay 
]Vf y children : and thy wishes o’erleap justice, 

The pimishnunit of thy ilagitious wife. 

IVIy nights, my ilays would jiass away in tears, 
Sliould I with outrage and injustice wrong 
Those who fr* )m me derived their birth. These things 
Uave I replied to thee in brief, with ease 
And plainness : but if thou wilt not be wise, 

W'hat concerns me I rightly will appoint. 

Chorus, These words arc different from his former speech, 
And well the father’s melting pity show, 

Mene, Ah me inrhappy 1 1 Imve then no friends. 

Yes, if thou wish not to destroy thy friends. 

Mem How wilt thou show one father gave us birth? 

At^um, T would be wise, but not be mad with thee. 

Mene, T riends witlii their friends in common ought to grieve. 

A^!^am, Be thy de<als friendly then, not painful to me. 

Mene, And with all (Ircece shouldst thou not bear this pain? 

Agam, All Greece^ and thee, hath heaven-sent frenzy 
seized. 

3fene, Thou gloricst in thy sceptre, and betray’st 
Thy brothtm. But to other means I turn, 

And other friends. 

Agamemhom, Memelaus, Messenger, Chorus. 

Mess* ■ I come, imperial lord 

Of Greece*- thy -daughter leading, in thine house 
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Named Iphigenia by thee ; and thy wife 
Attends her, Clytemnestra, with thy son 
Orestes, sight delightful to thine eyes 
After this tedious absence from thy home. 

But wearied with this length of way, beside 
A beauteous-flowing fountain they repose, 
Themselves refreshing, and their steeds, unyoked 
To taste the fresh grass of the verdant mead. 

I run to bring thee notice, that prepared 
Thou mayst receive them : this the troops havebea-'^ 
For through the camp swift the report was spread"^" 
That Iphigenia is arrived, and all 
Haste to the sight desirous to behold 
Thy daughter ; for to every eye the great 
Appear illustrious, with high splendour graced. 

Is this her bridal day, some ask, or what 
Intended ? Or through fond desire to see 
His daughter did th’ imperial Agamemnon 
Send for the virgin ? Others mightst thou hear, 
The princess to Diana, queen of Aulis, 

Will they present? ^^o shall receive her hand? 
But haste, begin the rites, and crown thy head. 
And thou too, royal Menelaus, prepare 
The hymen eals ; let the joyful house 
Re-echo to the pipe and festive dance : 

For happy to the virgin comes this day. 

’Tis well : thou hast my thanks. But go thou in; 

All things, if fortune favours, shall be well 

Ah me, unhappy me ! What shall I say, 

And whence begin ? In what a chain of fate 
Am I enfolded ? Fortune, wiser far 
Than all my vain designs, hath closely wrought 
Beneath me. What advantages attend 
Ignoble birth ? They are allowed to weep 
And utter sad complaints ; but to the noble 
This is denied. Led by the pride of rank, 

Which rules us, to the people we are slaves. 

I am indeed ashamed to drop the tear, 

And not to drop the tear I am ashamed, 

Falfn as I am on these great miseries. 

Well, let it be. But how shall I address 
My wife, or how receive her? with what eye 
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Look on her ? For to all my former ills 
Coming unbidden, she hath added weight 
Of new distress : yet decency required 
Her presence with her daughter, to attend 
Her nuptials, and present the dearest gifts : 

There will she find me false. But thee, O thee, 
Unhappy bridtj (bride call I thee 1 how soon 
To Pluto to be wedded I), how I pity 1 
Methinks I I'lear her suppliant voice thus speak, 

‘‘ My father, wilt thou kill me? Mayst thou make 
Thyself such nnj)tiaLs, and whoe’er to thee 
Is deard’ Orestes, standing near, shall cry 
In accents inarticulate, his speech, 

As yet unformed, articulate to me. 

Unhappy me I what ruin hath the son 
Of Priam brought on me 1 This Paris caused 
When he espoused the feithless Plelena. 

Ckoriis^ I, as a ^vornan and a stranger ought, 

Am moved with f>ity at a monarch’s woes, 

Mene, Give me tliy liand, ray brother, let me clasp it 
i^arn. I give it : thou art conqueror, I a wretch. 

Uene. By Pelops, called tfie father of thy father 

And mine : by Atreus, whence we draw our birth, 

I swear, that wluit I now shall say to thee 
Comes from my heart, nought feigned, but what I 
think* 

When from thine eye I saw thee drop the tear, 

I pitied theti, and sympathidng dropped 
Myself a tear : its former reasonings now 
My soul foregoes, no more unkind to thee, 

But, as thou ieelest, feels : nay, I exhort thee 
Neither to slay thy daughter, nor to rank 
What concerns me mo.st high : it is not just 
That grief should rend thy heart, whilst my affairs 
Go pleasantly ; that any of thy house 
Should die, wlulst mine behold the light For what 
Can be my purpose? Might I not contract 
Other illustrious nuptials, if my wish 
Were other nuptials ? But at such a price, 

My brother's ruin, which behoves me least, 

Should I recover Helena, an ill 

Dear with. a blessing purchased? Folly ruled 
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Before, and youth : but on a nearer view 
I see what ’tis to yield a child to death. 

Besides th’ unhappy virgin, near allied 
By ties of consanguinity, excites 
My pity, destined for a nuptial bed 
To fall a victim : what hath she to do, 

The virgin daughter, with my Helena ? 
Discharged from Aulis let the troops depart. 

And thou, my brother, cease to dew thine eyes 
With tears, which cause the drops to start in 
Touching thy daughter hast thou oracles 
Which respect me ; no more be that respect * 

My part I cede to thee. My thoughts are chan^^- 
From cruel, and I feel what I should feel : 
Nature returns, and all a brother’s love 
Warm in my heart revives : of no bad man 
The manners these, to follow still the best. 
Cho^'us, Generous thy words, and worthy Tantalus 

The son of Jove : thou dost not shame thy birth 
Agam, Now I applaud thee ; for beyond my thought 
Rightly thy words conclude, and worthy thee. 
Mene, For love and for ambition variance oft 

Rises ’twixt brothers : but my soul abhors 
This mutual harshness of unnatural strife. 

Agam. But dire necessity compels me now 

My daughter’s bloody slaughter to complete. 
Mene. Who shall compel thee to destroy thy child ? 
Agam, The whole assembled host of Greece in arms. 
Mene. Not if to Argos her thou send again. 

Aga?n, That might be secret : this must be revealed. 
j¥ene. What? Of the people have not too great dread. 
Agam, The oracle will Calchas sound to all. 

Mene, Not if ere that he die : an easy thing. 

Agam, Vainglorious is the whole prophetic breed 
Mene, And of no use when present, of no good. 

Agam, But seest thou not what enters now my thought? 
Mene, Can I conjecture what thou dost not speak? 
Agam, He of the race of Sisyphus knows all. 

Mene, Nor thee, nor me, will e'er Ulysses harm. 

Agam, Artful, the people as he wills he leads. 

Mene, With vanity, a mighty ill, possessed. 

Agam, Think then thou seest him stand amidst the troops, 
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Declaring to them all the oracle 
Announced by Calchas : how this sacrifice 
I promised to Diana, then refused. 

Soon will he lead the Grecians, and excite them, 

Me in their fury having slain, and thee, 

To sacrifice the virgin. Should I fly 
To Argos, marching thither they will raze 
Her rampires by the Cyclops raised, and spread 
Destruction o'er the land. Unhappy me 1 
Such ills are mine, to this severe distress 
Brought by the gods 1 Yet one thing make thy care : 
Take heed, as through the host they steps return, 
These tidings reach not Clytemnestra’s ear, 

Till I the virgin to th' infernal king 
Shall liave |)resented, that I may abide 
With as few tears as may be my hard fate. 

Silence, ye female strangers, be your part 

CnoRUS, 

SirapJ^m. 

How blest their golden days, who prove 
The g(aitle joys of temp'rate love, 

When rnociest Venus on the couch attends, 
rieascd with tranquillity to dwell ! 

But higii tlie madd’ning passions swell, 

When both his bows the bright-haired tyrant bends; 
One, by the Graces strung, imparts 
Pure joys that brighten in our hearts ; 

And one, life's wild tumultuous war. 

Far, beauteous Queen, from us may this be far; 

Mine be Ixive's pure and temp'rate grace, 
llie holy flame of chaste desire, 

IMild Venus, in my breast inspire; 

There never have ungoverned passion place j 

Aniisiropke. 

Nature in man we diffring find,,. .. . 

And diil'rcnt manners mark his piipc^;^/^^ ' 

When good, they give each exc«^]^enc6‘>to sprm'gi/ 

And education's sage contiol 
To every virtue forms the soul ; 
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Meek modesty then Wisdorti loves t:o brings 
She loves to bring eaefa variotis grace. 
Which shows where duty hatb. its place/ 
Whence Glory beams divinely bright, 

And pours on life unfailing streams of light. 
Virtues in woman fairest shino 
That silent guard holy fiLame ; 

Man^s various worth a.scends to fame 
Most, when f exalt the sta.te his great design. 


Thence, Paris, didst thou eome, 

Where, on Ida’s pastured brow 
Trained the snowy herds amon-g, 

Thine was the barbaric song, 

Thine to bid the sweet notes flow. 

Whilst thy Phrygian pipe brea-tbes measures, 
Caught from those harmonious treasures 
Which Olympus taught his reed. 

Unmilked herds around thee feed, 

Whilst the contending beauties of tbe skies 
From thee expect the prize. 

Hence earnest thou to the Grecian shore, 
Thy ivory-cinctured house before : 

Thy eyes the flames of love inspire, 

And Helen, as she gazed, received the fire i 
Her charms too rushed upon tiny soul. 

And madness reined, -without control. 

Hence discord, discord calls to war : 

With many a ship, with many st spear 
Greece rushes on, impetuous to destroy 
The rampired walls of Troy. 

How splended are the fortunes of the great ! 

See, Iphigenia, daughter of the king-. 

And Clytemnestra, sprung from Tyndarus, 

My queen ! From noble ancestors they draw 
Their birth, and are to fortxxne’s highest state 
Exalted : to th’ inferior ranlcs of life 
The powerful and the wealthy are sls gods. 
Daughters of Chalcis, near them let us stand, 
And courteous in our hands receivo the queen, 
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As from her car she to the ground descends. 

With duteous zeal, that she may tread secure ; 

And that th' illustrious daughter of the king 
On her arrival nothing may disturb : 

For, strangers as we are, let us not cause 
These Argive strangers trouble or affright. 

Clvtemnestra, Ipwigenia, Attendants, Chorus. 

Cfyiem. This as a prosp’rous omen I accept, 

Thy courtesy and gentleness of speech : 

And hence conceive I hope that I am come 
To happy nuptials leading her a bride. 

But from the chariot take the dow’ral gifts 
Brouglit with me for the virgin ; to the house 
Bear them with faithful care. My daughter, quit 
Tlie harnessed chariot, and tliy delicate foot 
Place on the ground. Ye females, in your arms 
Keeeive her ; she is weak ; and from the car 
Conduct lier down : stretch one of you yoi 
hand, 

Supporting me, that may I leave this seat 
In seemly manner. Some before the yoke 
Stand nigh the liorses, for their eye is quick, 

Soon stiirtled, and unruly : now receive 
This child, Orestes, Agamemnon’s son, 

For he is yet an inflint. Dost thou sleep, 

My son? The rolling chariot hath subdued thee : 
Wake to tiiy sister’s marriage happily ; 

TIP allian(!t‘ of a noble youth, thyself 
Noble, shalt tliou receive, the godlike son 
Of Thetis. Come, my daughter, near me stand, 
Stand near thy mother, Iphigenia, show 
Tliese strangers how supremely I am blest 
In thee ; ant! here address thee to thy father. 
Would it ofhaKl my mother, should I run 
And throw myself into my father’s arms ? 

Agamemnon, CLytEMNESTRA, Iphigenia, Chorus. 

C/j/m, lm|)crial cluef of Greece, my honoured lord, 

To thy commands obedient we are come. 

My fatlicr, to thy arms I wish to run* 
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Clasped to thy bosom ; dear to me thy sight 
After such absence : be xiot angry with me. 
Amm- Enjoy thy wish : of all iny children thou 
Hast of thy father always been most fond. 

Iphig- -Absent so long, with joy I i^ok on thee. 

And I on thee : so this is mutual joy. 

lphig‘- EQ® presence 

Agai^^- done, I cannot say. 

A gloom hangs on thee ^midst thy joy to see me 
Aga^- A king and chief hath itnany anxious cares. 
Iphtg* Ent let me have thee now : think not of cares. 
Aga^^* Thou hast me all : eacti thought is bent on thee. 
Iphtg- Smooth then thy brow, and look with fondness on mt 
Amm* To see thee gives me joy, such joy as mine. 
Iphtg- Yet from thy melting eye thou pourst the tear. 
Aga^f^- Long, very long the absence to ensue. 

Iphig'- I dearest father, what this means. 

Agai^^- Thy prudent speech makes me more pity thee. 
Iphig'- Might it divert thee, idly will I talk. 

Aga^r^. Can I be silent? O, thou hast my thanks. 
Iphig- At home, my father, with thy children stay. 
Agam^ I wish it : but, that wish denied, I grieve. 

Ipkzg'- A mischief on the war, and Sparta’s wrongs ! 
Agafn^- Others will feel the mischief: I have felt it. 
Iphtg"- How lorig thy absence in the bay of Aulis ! 
Agam- Something detains me yet, detains the host 
Iphig'^ Where, father, do they say the Phrygians dwell? 
Agafrt- Where 0 that Priam’s IParis ne’er had lived! 
Iphzg'^ And when thou leavst me is the voyage long? 
AgczfTt, To the same place thon with thy father goest 
Iphtg'- O that with honour I might sail with thee 1 
Aga zzz. Thou shalt, where thon thy father shall remember, 
Iphtg'^ Go I alone, or sails my mother with me? 

Agazzz- Alone : nor father there, nor mother goes. 
Iphzg'- Dost thou then place me in some other house? 
Agcztzz. Ask not : for virgins slaonld not know these things. 
Iphzg-^ Haste to me then from Troy, victorious there. 
AgcLm. Here first I must present a sacrifice. 

Iphtgg, Those rites thou with tbe priests must well prepare. 
Agazzz. Thou shalt be witness, nigh the lavers placed 
Iphzgp^ Shall we then round the altar raise the song? 
Agaz 7 z. Thee happier than myself in this I deem, 
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That thou art ignorant. But go thou in, 

Present thee to the virgins. 0, that kiss, 

That dear embrace, how painful from a child, 

Who from a father must so long be absent 1 
Ah me, that breast, those cheeks, those golden 
tresses 1 

What piercing sorrows hath the Phrygian state 
And Helen caused us ! But I check my words ; 

For when I touch thee, in my melting eyes 
The sudden moisture rises. Go thou in. — 

Daughter of Lecla, if with pity touched 
I feel my grief too strong, for that I soon 
Shall to Achilles my dear child consign, 

Forgive me : happy is it so to place 
A daughter, yet it pains a fether’s heart 
When lie delivers to another house 
A child, the object of his tender care. 

Clylenu Nor is my heart insensible. 1 feel. 

Be thou as.siired, an equal grief, nor want 
From thee munitions, when I lead the virgin 
With hymeneal rites ; but custom, joined 
With time, will t'heck it. Well : his name I know 
To whom thou hast betrothed thy daughter ; more 
I wish to know, his lineage whence he draws. 

A^am. i^£gina was the daughter of Asopus. 

Clytcm. With her what mortal wedded, or what god? 

Ayam, Jove, sire of ud^lacus, GEnone's chief. 

Clyiefn, What son of /ICacus possessed his house? 

Agam, Peleus ; tlu^ daughter he of Nereus weds. 

Clyienk By force, or by the god’s consent obtained ? 

A^ank Her father gave her, iirst by Jove betrothed. 

Clytenk Where did he wed her ? In the ocean waves ? 

Again. Where ('hiron dwells, on Pelion’s awful heights. 
Clyton. The Ckmtaur race, they say, inhabit there. 

Again. 'The gods there present graced his nuptial feast. 
Clykm. Achilles did the sire or Thetis train? 

Agam. Chiron, tlmt from bad men he might not learn. 

Clykm. Wise he who took, wise they who gave the charge. 
Agam. Such i.s the man who shall thy daughter wed. 

CJykm. Not disapproved; but where in Greece his seat? 
Agam. Where flows A|)idanus through Phthia’s bounds. 
Clykm. Thine and my daughter thither will he lead ? 
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Jgam, When he obtains lier, this will be his care, 

Cfyfc 7 n. Blest may they b<‘, ! lUit^whe-n tlie bridal day? 

Aga^n. Soon as the mnoifs pro]:ntiouH circle fills. 

C/v/m. Is for the bride the previous victim slain? 

Agam, Soon shall it: this employs my present thought 
And wilt thou next the nuptial feast prepare? ’ 

Agmn. When I have idTercd what tint guih require. 

CMm. Whent for the femah-; shall wt; deck the feast? 
llen% whrnt the paliant licet at anchor rides. 

Cfy^em, Amply mpply then what tlf occa.sion claims. 

Jgam» Kiuavst thou what now I wish thr*c do ? Obey me 

C/y^em. In what? dlKui loni^ hast trained me to obey. ' 

Agm. Wc in th<‘ place wliero now the bridtuiToom is-1. 
Without the niothrr ! What to me iielongs-^ 

Jgam. U1I1 pive thy dmiy.hti^r hn'uhi tif assembled: 

(.Irceks, ' 

Cfy/em, And wher«% whilst tins is <loinq, sliall I be? 

Agtim, To Arrtiss go, thy dmyr the vinnns there. 

And h-ave my dau,;htt*r? Who .shall raise the 

Agwt, The liglit, to <lrrk tie' nuptials, i will hold. 

Ciyiem, (hvmnn hirt)i<ls : imr wuuldst thou deemit seemly, 

Agtim, Nor tliat dutu nux with martial troops. 

cy>Vf*w. Ihit <lecrt}t that th(' runthm’ s'ive the daughter. 

Agim, Nor hsnr the youncor in ihc huusf^ alone. 

Ciytem. In close apartuiruis they arc guarticd well. 

Agmm, liic j'^rrsiiade thee. 

Ciytm. _ By the potent queen, 

( h idih^NS t>f Argils, lU). Of things al)road 
Take ihou the churp.c : within the house my care ■ 
Shall tierk the virgin'*! nuptiab a.i is meet 

[Skgmin. 

Agam, I'nhappy me! In vain 1 came, my liopes ^ 
Are vaiiifditnl ; out !»t sii;h| it was iny wish 
Ti) send iny wife: ihtin I devise^ llnis form 
My wily piirjitmit ^liiiliotis to biqpiik 
IB 0 SC dcareil to iny ftoiib in all my aims 
i onlotmdrd ilniiT to (!a}chiti wdl! I go 
The Seer, intjiiiring wlmt the gialtless wills, 
d’o me unlyrtiifiiitr, a giief in 
A wise mini in liis timisr shmiltl find a wife 
and cciwrtrnuii or im will* at all 
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Chorus. 

Strophe, 

To Simois, and his silver tide 

In eddies whirling through the plain. 
The fleet of Greece in gallant pride 

Vengeful shall bear this martial train; 
To Ilion’s rampired towers shall bear, 

And Troy, by Phoebus loved, the war. 
Cassandra there, when on her soul 
The gods prophetic transports roll, 

Her brows with verdant laurel loves to bind, 

Her yellow tresses streaming to the wind. 

Antistrophe, 

The Trojans high on Iliiinfs towers, 

And round the walls of Troy shall stand 
When Mars to Simois leads his powers, 

And furious ploughs the hostile strand; 
From Priam’s ruined house to bear 
Again to Greece the fatal fair, 

Whose brothers, sons of Jove, on high 
Twin stars adorn the spangled sky, 

Rushing to war his brazen shield he rears, 

And glitt’ring round him blaze the Grecian spears* 

Epoie, 

Phrygian Pergamus around, 

Walls of rock with turrets crowned, 

Mars the furious war shall lead : 

Blood his flaming sword shall stain, 

As from the trunk he hews the warrior’s head, 

And to the dust shakes Troy’s proud walls again* 
Virgins with their woes opprest, 

And Priam’s queen their fall lament ; 
Jove-bom Plelen beats her breast, 

In anguish, from her lover rent. 

From me, from mine be far the fate 
Which Lydia’s gorgeous dames with sighs, 
Whilst Troy’s sad matrons wipe their dewy eyes.^ 

In mutual converse o’er the w^eb relate, ^ 
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«mo will not rend tier crisped hair, 

Who will not pour the gushing tear, 

Low sunk in dust our ruined walls ? 
Bright daughter of the bird, whose neck 
Arched in proud state the white plumes deck. 
For thee in dust our country falls 
If true the fame that mighty Jove 
Changed to a swan sought Leda’s love: 

Or fabling poets from Pieria^s spring : 

Their wanton and indecent legends bring.’’ 

Achilles, Cuorxjs. 

Achilles. Where is the leader of the Grecian host? 

Who of th’ attendants tells him that Achilles, 

The son of Peleus, seeks him at the gate ? — 
Different our state, who nigh the Euripus 
W^ait here : unwedded some, their houses left 
In solitude, here sit upon the shore ; 

And childless others leave their nuptial beds ; 
Such ardour, not without the gods, through Greece 
Flames for this war. What touches me to speak 
Is mine : let others what their need requires 
Themselves explain, Thessalians pleasant fields 
And Peleus leaving, at the narrow surge 
Of Euripus I wait, the Myrmidons 
Restraining : with impatient instance oft 
They urge me, /‘Why, A.chilles, stay we here? 
What tedious length of time is yet to pass 
To Ilium ere we sail? Wouldst thou do aught? 
Do it, or lead us home ; nor here await 
The sons of Atreus, and their cold delays.” 

Clytemnestra, AcnciRLES, Chorus. 

Clyiem. Son of the goddess Thetis, in the house 

Hearing thy words I come without the gates. 
Achilles. 0 revered Modesty, whom do mine eyes 
Behold ? Her form bears dignity and grace. 
Clytem. Not strange thou knowst us not, before not seen 
But thy regard to Modesty I praise, 

Achilles. Who art thou? To the Grecian camp why come, 
A woman ^midst a host of men in^ arms? 
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Clyiem, Daughter of Leda, Clytemnestra named, 

Am 1, the royal Agamemnon^s wife, 

0dlks. Well hast thou answered, and in brief : but shame 
Were mine with wedded dames to hold discourse. 
Clytem. Stay : wherefore dost thou fly me? With my hand 
Join thy right hand, pledge of thy happy nuptials, 
0iiUes, My hand with thine 1 To Agamemnon this 
Were wrong, if, what I have no right, I touch. 

ClytenL Son of the sea-horn Nereid, thou hast right, 

Much right, since thou my daughter soon wilt wed. 
0diks^ Wed, dost thou say? Amazement chains my tongue : 

What secrtii |)ur|>ose hath thy strange discourse? 
Clyiem. ^Tis ever thus : tlui modest, ^midst new friends, 

At mention of their nuptials are ashamed. 

Ac/diks. Ne'er did 1 woo liiy daughter; ne'er did word 
Of nuptials from th' Atridte reach my ear. 

'Clyiem. What may tins mean? Thou wonderst at my 
words, 

And equal wonder thine excite in me. 

Achilks. All is conjiaiurc, common to us both, 

Both haply are by words alike deceived, 

Clyiem. I am almscd, according nuptials here 
Never designed, it seems ; I blush at this. 

Achilks. Some t)ne perchance 'gainst thee and me hath 
framed 

This mock. Regard it not ; light let it pass. 

Clytm. Farewell I I cannot look upon thy face, 

Basely abused, and made a liar thus. 

Achilks. Thee too I bid farewell ; within the house 
Inquiries from thy husband will I make. 

Attendant, Clytkmnestka, Achilees, Chorus. 

Alknd. Slay, stranger of the race of i^acus, 

Stay, goddess-bom : daughter of I^da, stay. 

Achilks. Wh(^ from tlic gates calls with his earnest voice ? 
Aliend. A slave : in that I boast not : no proud vaunt 
My fortune will admit. 

Achilks. * Whose slave ? Not mine , 

For I with Agamemnon have no share. 

Aiknd. HiTs, who stands here before the/house, the gift 
Of Tyndarus her father. 
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AcMlhs, Well, we stay; 

What wouldst thou? why hast thou detained ^ ^ 
Speak. ^ 

Attend. Are you alone before this royal house? 

Achilles. Speak as to us alone : come from the gates. 

Attend. 0 fortune, and my provident caution, save * 
Those whom I wish to save 1 

Achilles. . Thy words portend 

Something not brief, and seem of import high. 

Clytem. Delay not for my hand : speak what thou^onlds- 

Attend. Dost thou then know me, who I am, to thee 
And to thy children how benevolent ? 

Clytem^ I know thee, an old servant of my house. 

Attend. And to the royal Agamemnon given 
part of thy dowry. 

ClyUm. With us didst thou come 

To Argos, and hast there been always mine. 

Attend. So is it : hence to thee I bear goodwill, 

But to thy husband less. 

Clytem. Well then, to me, 

Whate’er thy wish to speak, at length disclose. 

Attend. Thy daughter will her father slay, her father' 

With his OTO hand, 

Clytem. How 1 I abhor thy words, 

Old man ; thou art not in thy perfect sense. 

Attend. Striking her white neck with the ruthless sword. 

Clytem* Unhappy me 1 Hath madness seized his mind? 

Attend. No : save to thee and to thy daughter, sound 
His sense : in this he errs from reason wide. 

Clytem. What cause ? What Fury fires him to the deed? 

Attend. The Oracles, and Calchas, that the troops 
May sail 

Clytem. Sail whither ? Wretched me 1 She too 

How wretched, whom her father will destroy 1 

Attend. To the proud seats of Troy, thence to bring back 
Helen, the Spartan’s wife. 

Clytem. Of her return 

Is Iphigenia doomed the fatal price ? 

Attend. E’en so : thy daughter will her father slay 
A victim to Diana. 

Clytem. From my home 

To win me were these nuptials then devised. 
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jmd. Thy daughter that with pleasure thou mightst lead 

To wed Achilles. 

Clytem. To perdition then 

Thou comst, my daughter, and thy mother with thee. 
Piteous of both the suffrings, and th’ attempt 
Of Agamemnon dreadful 
Cfy^em. ^ With my woes 

I sink, mine eye no longer holds the tear. 

Jitend. Painful the tear that fells for children lost. 

Clyfem. But whence, old man, knowst thou, or heardst thoui 
this ? 

jimd. I took my way, charged with a letter to thee, 

Since that which had been sent. 

Cfytem- ^ Its purport what ? 

Forbidding, or exhorting me to bring 
My daughter to her death ? 

Affend. ^ This not to bring her 

Gave charge: for wise were then thy husband’s^ 
thoughts. 

Qyim. Chargexi witli this letter to me, why to me 
Didst thou not give it ? 

Mmd, ^ Menelaus by force 

I Took it away, the author of these ills. 

\ciyk77u Son of the sea-born Nereid, son of Peleus, 

I " Dost thou hear this ? 

ysJnlks. What makes thee wretched, lady, 

I I hear : and ill what touches me I brook. 

'Clyim^ My 'daughter they will slay, the false pretence 
Thy nuptials. 

^\^c}dlks. On thy husband I too charge 

I Much blame, nor light doth my resentment rise. 
^pyiem. Low at thy knees I will not blush to fall, 

Of mortal birth to one of heavenly race. 

Why should I now be proud ? Or what demands, 
More than a daughter’s life, my anxious care? 
Protect, O goddess-bom, a wretched mother; 

Protect a virgin called thy bride : her head 
With garlands— ah, in vain I — ^yet did I crown, 

And led her as by thee to be espoused ; 

Now to be slain I bring her : but on thee, 

If thou protect her not, reproach will fall ; 

P'or, though not joined in marriage, thou wast called 
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The husband of the virgin. By this cheek, 

By this right hand, by her that gave thee birth 
(For me thy name hath mined, and from thee 
I therefore claim protection), I have now 
No altar, but thy knee, to which to fly, 

I have no friend but thee : the fell designs 
Of Agamemnon’s ruthless heart thou hearst ; 
And I, a woman, as thou seest, am come 
To this unruly camp, in mischiefs bold, 

Of use but when they list. If thou shalt dare 
Stretch forth thine hand to aid me, I shall find 
Safety : if not, then am I lost indeed. 

C^horus, To be a mother is the amplest source 
Of nature’s dear affections : this to all 
Is common, for their children anxious thought. 
Achilles. To noblest thoughts my tow’ring soul is raised, 
Which at the woes of others knows to melt, 

And bear with moderation fortune’s smiles. 
Chorus, These are the men, who, trained in reason’s lore, 
As wisdom guides them, form their life aright ’ 
Achilles, There is a time, when not to build too much 
On our own wisdom is agreeable : 

But then there is a time, when to exert 
Our judgment is of use. By Chiron trained, 

Of mortals the most righteous, I have learned 
Simplicity of manners. To the sons 
Of Atreus, when their high commands are stamped 
With honour, my obedience shall be paid : 
Where honour bids not, I shall not obey : 

But my free nature here, and when at Troy, 
Preserved, my spear shall to my utmost power 
Add glory to the war. But thee, oppressed 
With miseries, and by those most dear to thee, 
Far as a young man may, so strong I feel 
The touch of pity, thee will I protect ; 

And never shall thy daughter, who was called 
Mine, by her father’s hand be slain ; to weave 
His wily trains thy husband ne’er shall make 
Me his pretext \ for so my name would slay 
Thy daughter, though it lifted not the sword. 
The cause indeed thy husband j yet not pure 
My person, if through me, and through my nuptiaiSj 
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The virgin perish, suffering dreadful things 
And wrongs, at which astonished nature starts. 

I were the basest of the Greeks, a thing 
Nought worth (and Menelaus might well be ranked 
>Mongst men), no more the son of Peleus deemed, 
Eut of some cruel demon, should my name, 

Pleaded to screen thy husband’s purpose, kill her. 

By Nereiis, who beneath the wat’ry waves 
Was trained, the sire of Thetis, whence my birth, 
The royal Agamemnon shall not touch 
Thy daughter, with his finger shall not touch her, 
Nor e’en her robes : else Sipylus, a mean 
Barbaric town, from whence our chiefs derive 
Their race, shall be illustrious, and my realm, 

Phthia, be slighted as unknown to fame. 

His lustral lavers and his salted cakes 
With sorrow shall the prophet Calchas bear 
Away. The prophet ! What is he ? A man 
Who speaks ’mongst many falsehoods but few truths, 
Whene’er cliance leads him to speak true ; when false, 
The prophet i$ no more. With nuptial rites 
Why shonltl I say how many virgins sue 
To be united to me ? But of that 
No more. The royal Agamemnon wrongs me, 
Greatly he wrongs me : ought he not from me, 
Would he betroth his daughter, ask my name ? 

Th’ assent of Clytemnestra then with ease 
Had I obtained to give her daughter to me. 

I to the Greeks had given her, if to Troy 

For this their course were checked ; the public good 

Of those with whom I join my arms t’ exalt 

I should not have refused : but with the chiefs 

I now am nothing, held of no esteem 

To act, or not' to act, in glory’s cause. 

But soon this sword shall know whom, ere to Troy 
I come, with drops of blood I shall distain, 

Whoe’er he be that shall attempt to take 

Thy daughter from me. Best thou then in peace ; 

I, as a guardian god, am come to thee : 

Great is the contest, yet it shall be proved. 
tJwrus, Worthy, 0 son of Peleus, of thyself, 

Worthy the sea-born goddess, are thy words. 
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Clytem. How shall I praise thee, that due bounds my 
Exceed not, nor beneath thy merit sink, 

Thy grace impairing : for the good, when praised* 
Feel something of disgust, if to excess 
Commended. But I blush at words that raise 
Pity at private woes, whilst of my. ills 
No share is thine; yet lovely is the sight, 

When, stranger though he be, to the distressed 
A good man gives assistance. Pity me ; 

My sufferings call for pity : when I thought 
To have thee for a son, I fondly fed 
A false and fiatfring hope. To thee perchance* 
And to thy future nuptials, this might be 
An omen, should my daughter die ; ’gainst this 
Behoves thee guard. Well did thy words begiti* 
And well they ended : be it then thy will 
My daughter shall be saved. Wilt thou she faU 
A suppliant at thy knees ? This ill becomes 
A virgin ; yet, if such thy will, with all 
Her blushes shall she come, and in her eye 
Ingenuous modesty : or the same grace 
Shall I, if absent she, obtain from thee? 

Achilles. Let her remain within : for Modesty 
With her own modest dignity is pleased. 

Clytem. Yet must we sue to thee with earnest prayer. 

Achilles. Nor bring thy daughter, lady, to our sight, 

Nor ours be rude reproach. Th’ assembled host. 
At leisure from their own domestic cares, 

Loves the malignant jest and sland’rous tale. 
Suppliant or not, alike shall you obtain 
From me this grace : the contest shall be mine. 
Great as it is, to free you from your ills. 

Of one thing be assured, ne’er shall my tongue 
Utter a falsehood : if I speak untruth, 

And mock thee with vain promise, let me die : 
But as I save thy daughter may I live. 

Clyiem. 0 be thou blest, thus aiding the unhappy ! 

Achilles, Now hear me, how success may best be ours. 

Clytem. What wouldst thou ? My attention thou mayst daiti 

Achilles. The father’s purpose let persuasion change. 

Clytem. He, void of spirit too much fears the host 

Achilles, Yet reason o’er the spiritless prevails, 
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Qlyim- Small are my hopes: yet, say, what must I do? 
First, be a suiTpliant to him not to slay 
His children if rejected, come to me. 

If thy entreaties win him, of my aid 
There is no need : thy daughter’s life is saved, 

I with my friend shall be on better terms, 

And nought of blame the army to my charge 
Can then impute, if I by reason wish 
T’ effect my f)ur|,)ese, not by violence. 

Well to thy wannest wish may this succeed, 

And to thy friends’, accomplished without me. 

ClyicM* How wise thy words 1 Whate’er to thee seems right 
Shall be attemptocL Should I not effect 
The things I wish, where shall I see thee next, 

Or whither bend my wretched steps to find 
Thy band, my jinn protector ’gainst these ills? 
ichilks. Far as oc<,:asion sliall reqtiire, myself 

Will be thy guard, hut with disordered step 
Let no one .see thee hurrying through the throng 
Of Grecians, nor disgrace thy father’s house: 

On Tyndarus unmerited would fall 
Aught of ill fame, for he is great in Greece. 

'lyiem. It shall be so. L<Md thou ; on thee to wait 
Me it behoves. If there are gods, on thee, 

Just as thou art, their blessings must attend : 

If not, to what effect is all our toil ? 

Chorus. 

Stmphin 

What were the strains that Hymen gave to swell, 

T'he I.^ybian pipe its warbles sweet 
Attemp’ring to the chorded shell, 

That loves to guide the mazy-winding feet, 

Whilst the whisp’ring reed around 
Breathes a soft responsive sound, 

When to the feast of gods on Pelion’s brow 
The golden-sandalled Muses took their way, 

Loose to the gale their beauteous tresses flow, 

Thee, Peleiis, gracing, and thy bridal day, 

As they pierce the tangled grove, 

0*er the mountain as they rove 
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Where the Centaur rare reside, 

Peleus and his lovely bride 
They hail, and wild scenes among 
Pour the luellhliKnis son*;. 

The Phrygian OanynuHh* of form divine, 

A royal youth of Ihirdan ra(a‘, 

Advanced the feast of Jove to grace, 

Poured from the glowing l,)owls the sparkling wine 
Fifty nymphs tlu; white satuis o'er, ’ 

Daughters they of Ncuams hoar, 

To the nuptials lirju advance, 

And wcav<r the cireling dance* 

The Centatirs waviiig high their spears of pine, 
M'heir heads with grassy garlatuls crowned, 
Came to the bowls, thc‘ toast tiivine, 

Their lK)ofs swift -bouniiing i\'rr the rattling ground 
There the nymphs t>t 'ITessaly 
Raised tluar tunoful voices high ; 

The prophet Plarbus jnimal the solemn strain, 
Ami (‘hiron skillc<i to tmee the Fates’ decree, 
‘'Daug,ht(‘r of Nbutnis,” suitg tlic raptured train, 
son, hrigjg hram of hoaiilv, shall from thee 
Draw his hiith, who will advance, 

Dissidful with his ilajuiug lance, 

With his Myrmiiions that wield 
Fierce in tight the* spear aiul shield, 

To th‘ illustiious realms -ut dViiy, 

Anti litT prtaul towers destroy; 

His manly limbs n‘hi!g,eni arms enfold; 

Vulcan, at the mother's piaycr, 

Shall the glormus gift pt#’pare, 

And all the hem in bmmshed goll’’ 

'I'hUH when D leus won his tu'idc, 

Of the Nereid train the piide, 

Came the gorls in bfi/jif aiiay 
To grace tlifir nuptial day. 

Bui Ihee, unhappy tuaid, thy hemd 

With llow'ty gaihiiuls (ircece shall croi;; 
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As from the mountain cave’s cool shade 
Some beauteous heifer coming down, 
Her neck no rude yoke knows, decreed 
A victim at some shrine to bleed. 

But now a human neck must bow. 

And now tlie virgin’s blood must flow, 

Not trained the sylvan wilds among 
To rustic |)ii)e or pastoral song ; 

Her the fond mother decked with pride 
As to some Grecian chief a bride. 

The lovely form, the beauteous face, 

And modest virtue’s blushing grace 
Avail no more : in evil hour 
Impiety hath seized the power; 

A slighted outcast Virtue fails, 

Injustice o’er the laws prevails : 

Hie common danger none descries, 

Th’ impending vengeance of the skies. 

Clytemnestra, Chorus. 

I am come fortli, if haply I may see 
My husband ; long his absence since he left 
The liouse. In tears is my unhappy daughter, 

And heaves tlie frequent sigh, since she hath heard 
The death to which her father destines her. 

I spoke of one that is approaching nigh, 

This Agamemnon, who will soon be found 
Daring against his children impious deeds. 

Agamemnon, Clytemnestra, Chorus. 

\^am. Daughter of Leda, to my wish I find thee 
Before the house, that from my daughter’s ear 
Apart I may sjieak words, which ill beseems 
A virgin, soon to be a bride, to hear. 

'lyiem. Wliat is it? Let not the occasion pass. 

^am. Send now thy daughter to her father’s charge 
Committed ; for the lavers ready stand, 

The salted cakes, which o’er the lustral fire 
The hand must cast, the heifers too, whose blood 
Must in black streams, before the nuptials, flow 
To the chaste queen Diana, are prepared. 
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Ciytcm. Thy words indcctl :u'v. -rarious, !)ut ihy deeds 
I know not, shunki I naiur them, how tu praise 
Yet come tlioii fonli, my tiauglaer, fur to thee * 
Are all thy lather's purposes well kiunvii: 

And brini^ thy brother, biin- OresUss, wrapt 
Close in thy vests, luy cliild, she is here 

In prompt uhetiicaieo tu tlua.* : wh;u ft»r her 
What for myself is meet, tljut shall I speak. 

Agamemnon, CtvTEMNitiruA, ImnuKNiA, Chorus. 

Agam-. Why wta’ps my daugleua ? ehrre ful lunv no more 
Thy look, uur pleasant : wlaarhire in tliineeye 
ildxtal un the yd’ound, tii\ iub(* iHUbn* it iield? 

Ah int; I WhenerMiiM shall 1 tt) speak 
My ills? bur all in ill;. !.a\e ftnnui a fust, 

A last, a middle, and suisa-ssive train. 

Agam. Why is it that you all aie dniwn tupether, 

With terror and eiinhisi*m iii yuur locdts? 

Cfytcm. An.swer to wlnU I ask wuii hnnest tnitle 

Agam^ Speak fresdy : bn rpie aif'«nrd is my wish. 

Ciyie?n. Thine and my dauy.hier ait tiuni bent to slay? 

Agiim, All, what a (pirsUtai ? What smspieiun this! 

C/ytem. d'u thi:; widnuut rwm.iun ausiver first, 

Agam, Ask w’hat is uu*ta, tlani wliat is meet shalt hear. 

Ciykm. I ask this only ; to tltis only speak. 

Agam, O fate 1 0 fortune. ! C my awtu! doom! 

Cfykm. And mine, aiwi hers, one lu us wnrtehed three! 

Jgam. In what have I iione wrou^,;? 

C/yk/M, ^ ^ ^ Ckima tlam ask this 

Of me? Thy purpo.se is unwise aiui ill. 

Agam, I am undone: my sern-ls are befrayed, 

Ciykm. I have lieaid all, kimw all, which thou wuuidstdo 
Agiun.si iim ; e en thy sdmu e iiiul thy sighs 
Confess it ; labour not u> pna: ii woitk, 

Agmn. Lo, I am silent; for lu misery 

1 siumhi add ihamelessiif^ss by speaking fihe. 
"lykm. Now hear m% for my ihoupliin will I unfold 
In obscure and eolotmat mod** of sfseech. 
First then, hir first with iIih wdl I uphrsid thee, 
Me didst thou w*ed iigaima my will, and seke 
By force; my former hufdiand Taiiialui 
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By thee was slain. By thee my infant son, 

Tom from my breast by violence, was whirled 
And dashed against the ground. The sons of Jove, 
My brothers, gditt’ring on their steeds in arms 
Advanced against thee ; but old Tyndarus, 

My father, saved thee, at his knees become 
A supplicant ; and hence didst thou obtain 
My bed. To thee and to thy house my thoughts 
Thus reconciled, thou shalt thyself attest 
How irreproachable a wife I was, 

How chaste, witli what attention I increased 
The splendour of thy house, that ent’ring there 
Thou hadst delight, and going out, with'thee 
Went happiness aUmg. A wife like this 
Is a rare prize ; the worthless are not rare. 

Three daughtc:rs have I borne thee, and this son. 

Of one of tlicse wilt thou —0 piercing grief ! — 
Deprive me. Should one ask thee, for what cause 
Tliy daughttir wilt thou kill, what wouldst thou say ? 
Speak ; or I niusi speak for thee I E'en for this, 
That JMenelaus may regain Helena. 

Well would it he, if, for his wanton wife 
Our children made the price, what most we hate 
With what is dearest to us we redeem. 

But if thou lead the forces, leaving me 
At Argos, should thy absence then be long, 

Think what my heart must feel, when in the house 
I see the seats all vacant of my child, 

And her apartment vacant : I shall sit 
Alone, in tears, thus ever wailing her : 

** Thy father, O my child, hath slain thee ; he 
That gave thee birth, hath killed thee, not another, 
Nor by another hand ; this is the prize 
He left his house/' But do not, by the gods, 

Do not compel me to be aught but good 
To thee, nor l)c thou aught but good to me; 

Since there will want a slight pretence alone 
For me, and for my daughters left at home, 

To welcome, as becomes us, thy return. 

Well, thou wilt sacrifice thy child : what vows 
Wilt thou then form ? what blessing wilt thou ask 
To wait thee, thou, who dost thy daughter slay — ■ 
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Thou, who with shame to this unlucky war 
Art marcliinit? h just that I should pray 
For aught of go(xl u» ^ Should I not deem 

The gods unwise, if tlu‘y their favours shower 
On liiose who stain their willing iiands with blood? 
Will lUoUy to Argos when nuiirned, embrace 
Thy children ? Ihit then liast no right; thy face ^ 
Which of thy ('hildren will behold, it' one 
With cool deliberate puipose thou shalt kill? 

Now to this point 1 eouifn if thee ahme 
do hiSir the S<'eptre, tlu'e (r» le;id tlu; truops 

'Fh’ oi'easitm t-dled, sliould.a thoinua thus have um 

Thy ju:>l appeal to (heeee ; “ Fs it yuiir will, 

Yc ( h{*<‘iaic,, to the rhis;e;in shore-, to sail? 

(last then th'* lot wh'»sr' dangjur-r must be slain.” 
'This had at hsist hceii i ipial ; nor hadst thou 
Been singled out horn all to give t!iy child 
A victim for the Cheeks. Or Mmeiau.s, 

Whose causr‘ tins is, should for ilu; mother slay 
Hermione ; hut I, who to thy htal 
Am faitl'.ful, of my clnld shall he deprived, 

Ami she, that hath miMlsm'-, at her return 
To Sp.aria her youn;; <i.ui/iuer shall he;ir had, 
And thus ie: ha[ipv. Au;;ht ii i have said 
Amiss, reply to that : tnU it my wortls 
Speak nought hut !adicr leason, do not slay 
Thy child, am! iniuf* : aid tints thou wilt hewisa 
CA'W.c Be tium persuaded : leason hids preserve 
Our children : this no imula} i'an gainsay, 

Had I, my fallter, ihv. pmsmeave voic'e 
Of Oiplicus, unt! Itis skill to < Itattn the rocks 
T(j follow me, utu! sot a he whomrk-r I please 
Willi winnitig wools, I would makf‘ trial iifit; 

But I have UfJlhing to |!n’*T-iit ihcf* now 
Savt* tears, my outv idi npifua r* ; ami those 
f can present thee, i in ihv k tiers ! hang, 

A suppliant wreath, tins Body, whielt she tee 
To ihee. Ah! kdl me noi in v« an I Fs fresh prints. 
Sweet is thf^ ligtd of heaveu ; eompel nut not 
What is henralh lo view, I was lint first 
To csill thee father, me thou firnl didst call 
Thy chilii ; I was the fust tlnil tm iliy knees . 



Iphigenia in Aulis 321 

Fondly caressed thee, and from thee received 
The fond caress ; this was thy speech to me : 

“ Shall I, my child, e’er see thee in some house 
Of splendour, happy in thy husband, live. 

And flourish, as becomes my dignity ? ” 

My speech to thee was, leaning ’gainst thy cheek, 
Which with my hand I now caress : “ And what 
Shall I then do for thee ? Shall I receive 
My father when grown old, and in my house 
Cheer him with each fond office, to repay 
The careful nurture which he gave my youth ? ” 
These words are on my memory deep impressed ; 
Thou hast forgot them, and wilt kill thy child. 

By Pelops I entreat thee, by thy sire 
Atreus, l>y this my mother, who before 
Suffered for me the pangs of childbirth, now 
Tiiese pangs again to suffer, do not kill me. 

If Paris be enamoured of his bride, 

His Helen, what concerns it me ? and how 
Comes he to my destruction ? Look upon me, 

Give me a smile, give me a kiss, my father, 

That, if my words persuade thee not, in death 
I may have this memorial of thy love. 

My brother, small assistance canst thou give 
Thy friends, yet for thy sister with thy tears 
Implore tiiy father that she may not die : 

E’en infants have a sense of ills : and see, 

My father, silent though he be, he sues 
To thee : be gentle to me, on my life 
Have ])ity. Thy two children by this beard 
Entreat thee, thy dear children one is yet 
An infant, one to riper years arrived. 

I will sum all in this, which shall contain 
More tiuin long speech ; To view the light of life 
To mortals is most sweet, but all beneath 
Is nothing : of his senses is he reft 
Who hath a wish to die ; for life,^ though ill, 

Excels whate’er there is of good in death. 

Ckrus, For thee, unhappy Helen, and thy love, 

A cemtest dreadful, and surcharged with woes, 

I'o the Atridse and their children comes. 

What calls for pity, and what not, I know ; 

L 
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1 love my children, else I slnmld he void 
Of reason: to dare this is drtuulful to me, 

And not to dare is drtsuh'uL I perfort'c 
Must do it. \Vhal a naval t'anip is h(‘nt 
You sec, how many kings <4* ( arrayed 
In glitt’ring arms : to Ilitau’s tenvers are these 
Denied t’ advance, unli’ss ! ijfer tliet^ 

A victim, lluLS the prophet C akrluis speaks, 
Denied frorti her ftniiulalioiis to <ik*rturn 
Illustrious 1Voy; and throttgh the < hceian host 
MmkU'ns tin: fierce desire to sail with spml 
XJainst the Barbarians’ kuul, and ehrek their ru'^e 
For (Ire.eian dames. Mv danghhus tht^set wilIsFay 
At Argos, yon Urn will they slay, and tm% 

Should I, the goddess not reverine, mala‘ 

Of luaic effect her ontele. 'fo ilm 

Not klenclauK, my eliikl, hath wnniglit my soul, 

Nor to liis will am I a slave ; hut ( hee<'e, * 

For which will I, or will I not, peiioiee 
'Bhee I must sacrifkar: my weakness Itere 
I fcr-l, anti must submit. In thee, mv ehihl, 

What lies, and what in iiie% (Ireeta* shtHikl h«! free, 
Nor should her stms licneath Badsu'ians Ih-iuI, 
Their nuptial beds to riittian Imnt a prey. 

CnvTKMNiSTitA, Imiioy.Nu, I Jiuiu*;;. 

C/yte. AlaSt my child I i) sliaiiiters f Wiett'hed me, 
How wrilrheit in Ihy dfMlIi ! lliy father Hies thee; 
lie Hies, tint dimias lliee lo the rndms iHmcath, 

I/hy. My mother, () my molhrr ! Wrrieheti me I 

Ftir tailh oiir ft^rUmei, hill «if W4 h% 

One strain, one mouriihi! Rtraiii ihall flow. 

No more the gkdiomr light of day, 

Kti iimre the bright siiifs gtddrn rav 
Shall shine, ati m«! lu rherr my rhilti 
Ah no: I Ye Fhrygtiiti ioresia wtkh 
Ye snow-diid mtmnmiiw, riiile ilnti liae, 
Motmtuiiis of Idt to lli« ikir» ; 

WiuatT Friitiii mm hii tain 

Far severianrtitti tiii breasi, 

Kxposrih thi'S Faiis to ileniniy i 

ld®i» tliencc they liie Iwy ; 
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The boy they called Idaeus, known 
So named through all the Phrygian town. 

0 that his son he ne'er had laid 

Where with their herds the herdsmen strayed. 
The fountains of the nymphs among, 

Where roll the lucid streams along, 

And the green mead profusely pours 
The blushing glow of roseate flowers, 

With hyacinths of dusky hue, 

For goddesses which lovely grew. 

Once Pallas came^to those sweet glades, 

And Juno deigned to grace their shades, 

And Venus fraught with wanton wiles, 
Resistless witli enchanting smiles, 

And Hermes, messenger of Jove. 

Venus in all the sweets of love 
Rejoicing, Pallas in her spear, 

And proud the bed of Jove to share, 

Juno’s bright form, imperial dame, 

Once to the odious judgment came: 

For i>eauty and for beauty’s prize 
This contest drew tiiem from the skies, 

But death on me : yet Greece shall own 
IMy deatli assures her high renown. 
arus- Diana hath acci?j)ted thee the first 

Of victims, that our arms may sail to Troy. 
.But he, to whom my birth I owe, 
iielrays and fiicvS me 'midst my woe. 

My mother ! Ah my cruel fate I 
He flies, and leaves me desolate, 
llFomened Ihilcna, thy love 
Fatal, will fatal to me prove : 

1 die, I perish, I am slain, 

My blood tW iinlKillowed sword shall stain 
Unhallowed is my father's hand, 

That pours it on tip empurpled sana. 

0, had the ships ne'er ploughed their way 
To Aulis, to this winding bay I 
O, ha<l juve given the fleet to bear 
To Troy's pr(HKl shores the wafted war ; 

Not adverse winds, that sullen sweep 
Across Euboea's angry deep I 
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To some he grimts the favVini*- gales 
That wanton in their hying .sails; 

Necessity to some and pain ; 

To some to cut the azure main ; 

These quit the port with gallant pride, 

Kcluctant tinssj; at aneh(»r ridr. 

To suffrings lioni the human race, 

In suffring.s pa.ss lifcs liuh; spat'c : 

Why since mi.stortinie.s 'tuund tluan wait 
Should men invite thc!ir cruel tale? 

Chms, Alas, wiiat woes, what mi, scales hath thou brought 
Daughter of 'lymlarus, un < hrrrv ! But thee ^ ‘ 
Unhappy virgin, fty this ihunl of ills ’ 

OVTwhc'lmtHi 1 wail Ah, wcss^ lids fate not thinel 
///i/g'. My nuahcT, what a cmwd ni uien i see 
Advance 1 

CI}'/em, The son of Thetis witli them comes 

For whom, tny chikl, I led thee to tin's strancr* 
I/diig. Open t!u‘! dcjors to me, yc: fesnale train, 

That I may hide Uiyseli. 

Cljfem, _ dost thou %? 

Achilles, whom I blush to f.ee. 

CVr/ov;. ^ And why? 

y/»/lss;; 'These ill starred m.i|Uials euver tiu: with shame. 
C/yfe'm. NiUldng of pleasure doth ihy state* present 
Vet stay : tliis is nu time U ir ggave renerve. 


Aciiiuj*::;, rLVTKMNj‘:zrKA, li'iiionNia, Cnoaus. 

JyMi/fS. thiugfilrr itf Letia, O unliappy i|uceri! 

C/v/fm, d'hy vttieii speaks luahnyit 

Jy/h/:et ^ Arnoiig the Greehl 

I )reatlhil the clamour. 

^ ^ What i!u* clamour? Say 

'rteaeBiiig ihy d»uuglucis. 

Clykm. ^ hast iiiiicl irimt beaisl 

No happy oiiien 

m4c/ui)!ySi, ^ ^ I |,|,a|, iiiiial hi* slain 

A victiiit 

C/v/c//i. ^ Am! ihufi ii»4c* iigainsl this speik? 


Aikiiks, I was with omage ihiisumird. 


iJlvkm, 


Sirimgcr, feowi* 
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AcUlks, To be o’erwhelmed with stones. 

Clytem. Whilst thou wouldst save 

My child ? 

Achilles. E’en so. 

Clytem. Who dared to touch thee ? 

Achilles. ^ All 

The Grecians. 


Clytem. Were thy troops of Myrmidons 

Not present to thee? 

Achilles. They were first in rage. 

Clytem. Then are we lost, my child. 

Achilles. ^ They cried aloud 

That I was vanquished by a woman. 

Clytem. Aught 

Didst thou reply ? 

Achilles. That her, who was to be 

My bride, they should not slay. 

Clytem. With justice urged. 

Achilles. Named by her father mine. 

Clytem. ’ From Argos brought 

By his command. 

Achilles. In vain : I was o’erpowered 

By their rude cries. 

Clytem. The many are indeed 

A dreadful ill. 

Achilles. Yet I will give thee aid. 

Clytem. Wilt thou alone fight with a host? 

Achilles. Thou seest 

I'hese bearing arms. 

Clytem. May thy designs succeed ! 

Achilles. They shall succeed, 

Clytem. Shall not my child be slain? 

Achilles. Never by my permission. 

Clytem. Will none come 

To lay rude hands upon the virgin? 

Achilles. Many; 

Ulysses with them ; he will lead her. 

Clytem. What, 

He of the race of Sisyphus ? 

Achilles. The same. 

Clytem. Comes he of his free' will, or by the host 
Appointed? 
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Achilks. • Chosen, hy his own consent 

Clyiem. Bad choice, to be wills hluud polluted. 

Achilles. Tj; 

Will I keej) from her. ^ “ 

, V 'll ? ‘lence 

Agam.st lier will r 

Achil/cs. hl’eis by her golden locks 

€:fyfer;h What luw hdimrs mr ilo? 

, , , , hold 

a by daughter back. 

Clylm. AjhI shiill she not be slain 

For that ? 

But hr will uurely e.ome for this. 
Jfhl^. My miUher, hrar ye mm uiy wurds : for thee 
Offemleil with thy liuMaiui I lududci. 

Vain m\}\vr ! hu when* fuire will take its way 
Ttj struggle is nut msy. i)m warm thanks 
Are to this .stnmger tbr hin \mnnpt fcoodwill 
Klnst justly due ; yet, it !>i*liiive*4 thee, see 
Thmi art nut by the imm uliargud with blame* 
Ncjthiug tlie mure shMuhl we avidly <>tq ^ 

Wiseluef wuulii tall, 1 lear tiie*n what to my mind 
Delifmrutt* duiuglst presents, It is decreed 
Fur me tu die : ilm then I wisin t<> dfo 
With glory, all relmlanee hanislurd far. 

My muther, weigh this well, that what I speak 
Is twnuur’s dietate, All the |’nnvcrs of Greece 
havo now their eyes on lur ; nn mie depends 
1'ht! sailing iif the fleet, t!i«r tall id 'Froy, 

And nut lu sutler, i,huii!il ii new iittexmpt 
Be dined, the nide^ Ihuliiirmfis from blest Greece 
I'u hear in future times her ilames by force, 

Hiis ruin hursting on them lur the loss 
Of llekim, whom hmr itway^ 

By dying all these ihingi sliidl 1 ac^hieve, 

And nirst, frjr that I tiiivr: delivertrd Greece, 
SludI he my To tiKi fond of life 

Hefomes nut nw; um fur thy»flf alone, 

Bill In all I Jrreee ft blesiing, didst thou bear me. 


Kfiidl ihtiiiHandsi, when iheir rui«itry*s injured, lift 
llmir ihifdds, shall IhiiiiMiiiis grasp the oar, and dare, 
Advancing liravtly *|aiieit the to die 
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For Greece ? And shall my life, my single life, 
Obstruct all this ? Would this be just ? What word 
Can we reply ? Nay more ; it is not right 
That he with all the Grecians should contend 
In fight, should die, and for a woman. No ; 

More than a thousand women is one man ^ 

Worthy to see the light of life. If me 
The chaste Diana wills t' accept, shall I, 

A mortal, dare oppose her heavenly will? 

Vain the attempt : for Greece I give my life. 

Slay me, demolish Troy : for these shall be 
Long time my monuments, my children these, 

My nuptials, and my glory. It is meet 

That Greece should o'er Barbarians bear the sway, 

Not that Barbarians lord it over Greece : 

Nature hath formed them slaves, the Grecians free. 
Cliow, Thine, royal virgin, is a generous part : 

But harsh what Fortune and the Goddess wills. 
Achilles. Daughter of Agamemnon, highly blest 
Some god would make me, if I might attain 
Thy nuptials. Greece in thee I happy deem, 

And thee in Greece. This hast thou nobly spoken, 
And w^orthy of tliy country : to contend 
Against a goddess of superior power 
Desisting, thou hast judged the public good 
A better, nay, a necessary part. 

For this more ardent my desire to gain thee 
My bride, this disposition when I see, 

For it is generous. But consider well : 

To do thee good, to lead thee to my house, 

Is my warm wi.sh ; and much I should be grieved, 

Bo witness Thetis, if I save thee not 
In arms against the Grecians. In thy thought 
Revolve tins well : death is a dreadful thing. 

Ipk(f Reflecting not oxi any this I speak, 

ICnough of wars and slaughters from the charms 
Of Helen rise : but die not thou for me, 

0 stranger, nor distain thy sword with blood } 

But let me .save my country, if I may. 

Achilks. O glorious spirit I Nought have I 'gainst this 
To urge, since such thy will ; for what thou sayst 
Is generous : why should not the truth be spoken ? 
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But of thy purpose thou rnayst yet repent 
Know then my resoiuti<)n : i will go^ 

And nigh the altar placj' Ihesti arms, tliy death 
Preventing, not permitting: thou iierehance 
Mayst soon approve my purpose, nigh thy throat 
AVhen thou shall see the sword : ainl for that cause 
I will m>t, for a rasli unwriglietl rc.solvr, 

Abaiuhni th(‘e to die ; hut with thestt arms 
Wait near l>iana's temple till thou eonie. 

Cinn:'EMKKS‘rRA, IP!iIC;KKlA, ClnOKUS. 

Why, mother, dost thiui shni tlirse siltau U;ars? 
ClvUm: I havtt a cruel cause, tl:at rnuls my heart. 

I'orhear, nor sink my spirit, ( Irani me this. 
ClyUm. Say what: by me my t'hild sluiU Uf'er he. wrontred. 
Jyhig. Clip not lltose cri.H|')cd U e.s;,es to an thine heail, 

Nor robe thee in the sa.hlr p,arh (tf wor, 

Chtem, What hast thou said, my child? When thou art 
lost - ' 

Not lost, hut savt‘d : tln'ou 5 ;h me thou shall be famed. 
C7r/e/;/. Udiat, for thy death shall I noi mtnuu, tuy child?' 

No, sinee for me a tomb ,sheJl ma he laisfaL 
CIvUm. 1'o die then, is luU that to he riUtuaheil? 

The altar of tlic goddc’ss is my uunh. 

Clytem, Well dcjst thou speak, my ehild : I will comply. 

And dtrem me hhsst, as wurku^g good uj (hecee. 
Ciyiem. What messagit to tliy sisters rduill I hear? 

//Age 'hhem ttH> army iiol iti lltr gaihs of uue, 

CJykm, What grttetings to the virggns tltist thou send? 
Ipkig. iMy last farewell To luantionil train Crestu. 
Cfykm, Embrace tiing for thoti ne'er shaU si c liim more, 
Far as thou couldsi, tliuu tiidsi assist ihy friemk 

I 7e Omt(S, 

Oy/m. At Argos am I doaiiglit plfsoiing to thee? 

Jyhy. My father, iiml ihy husininii, ilo not hare, 

C/vkm. For thy dear sake fierec isaitesis muse he bear* 
For Crecre, rehicumi, me to tleaih la* yickk 
Chim, Basely, with guikg imwaullty Alrrus^ son. 

/M4’'* me, and IviuU nm, liy ihc hair 

Kre 1 am dragged? 

Ciykm, I will go with thee, 
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JpUg- No : 

That were unseemly, 

Clyim. ^ Hanging on thy robes. 

Jphig, Let me prevail, my mother ; stay. To me 
As more becoming this, and more to thee. 

Let one of these, th’ attendants of my father, 
Conduct me to Diana’s hallowed mead, 

Where I shall fall a victim. 

0 my child, 

Dost thou then go ? 

fpjiig. And never to return. 

Ciytenu And wilt thou leave thy mother? 

^ As thou seest, 

Not as I merit. 

Cfytem, Stay, forsake me not. 

Qfliig. I suffer not a tear to fall. But you, 

Ye virgins, to my fate attune the hymn, 

Diana, daughter of almighty Jove.” 

With fav’ring omens sing “ Success to Greece.” 
Come, with the ba.sket one begin the rites, 

One with the purifying cakes the flames 
Enkindle ; let my father his right hand 
Place on the altar ; for I come to give 
Safety to Greece, and conquest to her arms. 

Lead me : mine the glorious fate 
To overturn the Phrygian state ; 

Ilium’s towers their head shall bow. 

With the garlands bind my brow, 

Bring them, be these tresses crowned. 

■Round the shrine, the altar round 
Bear the lavers, wliich you fill 
From the pure translucent rill 
High your choral voices raise, 

Ikmed to hymn Diana’s praise, 

Bh^st Diana, royal maid. 

.Since the fates demand my aid, 

I fulfil their awful power 
By my slaughter, by my gore. 
yiorus. Reverenced, reverenced mother, now ■ 

Thus for thee ' our tears shall flow : . ' , 

For unhallowed would a tear ■ , 

’Midst the solemn' rites appear. 
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Swell the noU% ye viri'in train, 

To Diana swt’ll the strain, 

Queen of (ihalris, acivn.sc* laiul, 

(,hic(‘n of Aulis, on whose* stiand, 
AVinding Uj a narrow l)ay, 

Fierce to take its angiv way 
Waits the war, aiul call;; on me 
Its retanlcd force to I'lCf*, 

O iny cotiulry, where ties,** ryes 
Openrd c»n l‘elasgi<* skir;, ! 

O ye virgins, once iny priile, 

In Myccn;e who rrsiitr’ ! 

Owrus, Wliy of hfusims nann* the town, 
Which ( yelopeatt raiupiics « town? 

Me you ie;iretl a heaia of hyjjt 
Freely ttow I siiik in ni-di!. 

C7Hfrus. And lor this immortal lainf% 

Virgin, slydl attend thy name. 

If'k'g, Ah, thou beaming lamp ot day, 
Jove-horn, hrighl, eiheira! fay* 

OtIuT region;'; me aw ad, 

< )thrr lih*, atul otlun i.xie ! 

Farewell, heauteoits lanif» of iliiy, 
Farew'dl, luight <‘thfaeai ray • 

Chirus. See, sht* ; her glorious fate 
To oerttirn tlie Phiygian Mate ; 

Soon the wreaths shall hind lier tirow ; 
Soon the luslnal wailt‘rs flow ; 

Soon that lieiitheous nm L shall terl 
Ficreing dn^p the liiial strrd, 

And the ruthlesH altar oVr 
Sprinkle <ir(»ps of gmdiiiig g«ire. 

By thy fattier s cirrafi eoinmand 
There dm cleansing lavius »4aiid ; 
'fhere in arms the i Jim tan powan*» 
Burn to mardi Against Iliuttds tuw'eri. 
Ihit tmr voicfH hi us raise, 

Tuned to hymn Ihamdii praiie, 

Virgin daughter she of jove, 

Queen among tim goik'idiove* 

That with i':om|uejii iiml trmmn 
She the arms i#f Oreerr may creiw’ii. 
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To thee, dread power, we make our vows, 
Pleased when the blood of human victims flows. 

To Fhrpia's hostile strand, 

Where rise perfidious Ilium’s hated towers, 

Waft, O waft the Grecian powers, 

And aid this martial band ! 

On Agamemnon’s honoured head, 

Whilst wide the spears of Greece their terrors spread, 
Th’ immortal crown let conquest place. 

With glory’s brightest grace. 


Messenger, Clytkmnestra, Chorus. 

Mess. 0 royal Cly torn nostra, from the house 

Hither advaiu'c, that thou mayst hear my words. 

Clykm. Plearing thy voice I come, but with affright 
And terror triuuliling, lest tliy coming bring 
Tidings of other woes, beyond what now 
Afflict in(\ 

Mess. ^ ^ Of thy daughter have I things 

Astonishing and awful to relate. 

Ciyiem* Delay not ilum, but speak them instantly. 

Mess. Yes, honoured lady, thou shalt hear them all 
Distinct from first to last, if that my sense 
Disordered be not faithless to my tongue. 

When to Diana’s grove and flow’ry meads 
We came, wlutre stood th’ assembled host of Greece. 
I.eading thy (laughter, straight in close array 
Was formed the band of Argives ; but the chief 
Imperial Agamemnon, when he saw 
Plis daughter as a victim to the grove 
Advancing, groaned, and bursting into tears 
Turned from the sight his head, before his eyes 
Holding his robe* The virgin near him stood, 

And thus addressed him: Father, I to thee 
Am present : for my country, and for all 
The land of Greece, I freely give myself 
A victim : to the altar let them lead me, 

Since such the oracle. If aught on me 
Depends, be hajjpy, and attain the prize 
Of glorious conquest, and revisit safe , 

Your country : of the Grecians for this cause 
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Let no one touch me ; with intrepid spirit 
Silent will I present my neck.^' She spoke, 

And all that heard admired the noble soul * 

And virtue of the virgin. In the midst 
Talthybius standing, such his charge, proclaimed 
Silence to all the host : and Calchas now, 

The prophet, in the golden basket placed 
Drawn from its sheath the sharp>edged sword an* 
bound j u 

The sacred garlands round the virgin’s head. 

The son of Peleus, holding in his hands 
The basket and the laver, circled round 
The altar of the goddess, and thus spoke : 

“ Daughter of Jove, Diana, in the chase 
Of savage beasts delighting, through the night 
Who rollest thy resplendent orb, accept 
This victim, which th’ associate troops of Greece 
And Agamemnon, our imperial chief, 

Present to thee, the unpolluted blood 
Now from this beauteous virgin’s neck to flow. 
Grant that secure our fleets may plough the main, 
And that our arms may lay the rampired walls 
Of Troy in dust.” The sons of Atreus stood, 

And all the host fixed on the ground their eyes. 
The priest then took the sword, preferred his prayer. 
And with his eye marked where to give the blow. 
My heart with grief sunk in me, on the earth 
Mine eyes were cast ; when sudden to the view 
A wonder ! For the stroke each clearly heard, 

But where the virgin was none knew. Aloud 
The priest exclaims, and all the host with shouts 
Bifted the air, beholding from some god 
A prodigy, which struck their wond’ring eyes, 
Surpassing faith when seen : for on the ground 
Panting was laid a hind of largest bulk, 

In form excelling ; with its spouting blood 
Much was the altar of the goddess dewed. 

Calchas at this, think with what joy, exclaimed : 

“ Ye leaders of th’ united host of Greece, 

See you this victim, by the goddess brought, 

And at her altar laid, a mountain hind ? 

This, rather than the virgin, she accepts. 



333 


Iphigenia in Aulis 

Not with the rich stream of her noble blood 
To stain the altar ; this she hath received 
Of her free grace, and gives a favoring gale 
To swell our sails, and bear th* invading war 
To Ilium : therefore rouse, ye naval train, 

Your courage. To your ships 1 for we this day, 
Leaving the deep recesses of this shore, 

Must pass th' Mgem sea.” Soon as the flames 
The victim had consumed, he poured a prayer, 

That o^er the waves the host might plough their way. 
Me Agamemnon sends, that I should bear 
To thee these tidings, and declare what fate 
The gods assign him, and through Greece t’ obtain 
Immortal glory. What I now relate 
I saw, for I was present ; to the gods 
Thy daughter, be thou well assured, is fled. 
Therefore lament no more, no more retain 
Thy anger Against thy lord : to mortal men 
Things unexpected oft the gods dispense, 

And whom they love they save : this day hath seen 
Tliy daughter dead, seen her alive again. 

Chonu. His tidings with what transport do I hear ! 

Thy daiigliter lives, and lives among the gods. 

Cfytem, And have tlie gods, my daughter, borne thee hence ? 
How then shall I address thee ? Or of this 
How deem ! Vain words, perchance, to comfort me 
And soothe to peace the anguish of my soul 
But Agamemnon comes, and will confirm 
Each circumstance which thou hast heard from me. 

Aiam, Lady, we have much cause to think ourselves, 

Touching our daughter, blest : for ’mongst the gods 
Commercing she in truth resides. But thee 
Behoves it with thine infant son return 
To Argos, for the troops with ardour haste 
To sail. And now farewell! My greetings to thee 
From Troy will be unfrequent, and at times 
Of distant interval : mayst thou be blest 1 

Chorus. With joy, Atrides, reach the Phrygian shore ; 

With joy return to Greece, and bring with thee 
Bright conquest, and the glorious spoils of Troy ! 
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To Fisa by the ticctr.sr minsris Inur^r 
Cemes 1 VUj|«» 'Funtalu'H nml \vriis 

1'hc virgin tlaugjuer U'ln«»inuu% : 

'From her Kpning Atrrn% ; Mcnr'l.uni i'tmn him, 
And AganifiunMii ; i iAan hini derive* 

Aly birth, his Iphigt-nia, bv lus qnrn‘n 
DkUghtt‘r <#[ 'luuiarus. W'hrtr lnn|urnt \dials 
Swell the vex! Etnipus wilti rd» tving blaslH» 

Ami mil tie* dark'ning wa%rs, my hither ,sl{‘w me 
A vietini tei Diana, he thmy)n^ 

For lltthaEx .salo*, m bay wtieie Aulix wintLs 
do fame well known, fot tlune hi'i thtnisaiid ships, 
TIF iitmmimit of C>reeee, ltd iinperial Diief 
(Convened, dteaiouH that hi** i hi‘rl% xhoukl snatch 
dlie gloriotw erowii of viilory Ifoin Troy, 

And ptmish die bav* insiili io ftie bed 

(H Helm, vengeiinee gialeiiii to the ^ail 
Of Meimhius. Hut ‘gainsl hoi vliips the u% 
Dong barreih m»i onr Dvding l^rer/c to swell 
Ills tiagipng Nails the lialluviinl Ihynex the rhkf 
ronsulhn and ralefuiN finis durloied t!i« fates t 
** Imperial leader of ihr I iie* laii lioM, 
lienee xliiili thfni not unniooi tby vrxsrlii ere 
Diana ax a viilnii xlmtl letrivr 
Thy datighler l|i!iigrniin Wlial the year 

m 
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Most beauteous should produce, thou to the queen 
Dispensing light didst vow to sacrifice : 

A daughter Ciytemnestra in thy house 
Then bore (the peerless grace of beauty thus 
To me assigning) : her must thou devote 
The victim.’' 'rhen Ulysses by his arts 
Me, to Achilles as designed a bride, 

Won from rny mother. My unhappy fate 

To Aulis brought me ; on the altar there 

High was I placed, and o’er me gleamed the sword 

Aiming the fatal wound : but from the stroke 

Diana snatclied me, in exchange a hind 

Giving the Grecians ; through the lucid air 

Me she conveyed to Tauris, here to dwell, 

Where o’er barbarians a barbaric king 

Holds his rude sway, named Thoas, whose swift foot 

Equals the rapid wing : me he appoints 

The priestess of tliis temple, where such rites 

Are [)leasing to Diana, that the name 

Alone claims honour ; for I sacrifice 

(Such, ere I came, the custom of the state) 

Whatever Grecian to this savage shore 
Is driven. The previous rites are mine ; the deed 
Of blood, too horrid to be told, devolves 
On others in the temple ; but the rest, 

In reverence to the goddess, I forbear. 

But the strangle visions, which the night now past 
Brought with it, to tlie air, if that may soothe 
My trembled thought, I will relate. I seemed, 

As I lay skaq)ing, from this land removed 
To dwell at Argo.s, resting on my couch 
’Midst the apartments of the virgin train. 

Sudden the firm earth shook ; I fled, and stood 
Without ; the battlements I saw, and all 
The rocking roof fall from its lofty height 
In ruins to tlie ground ; of all the house, 

My father’s house, one pillar, as I thought, 

Alone was left, which from its cornice waved 
A length of auburndocks, and human voice 
Assumed. The bloody office, which is mine 
To strangers here, respecting, I, to death, 

Sprinkling the lustra! drops, devoted it 
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With many tears. 'My dream I thus expound. 
Orestes, whom I hallowed by mv rites, 

Is dead: for sons are pillars of the house, 

I'hey, whom iny liislral lavfTs sprinkle, die. 

I cannot to my friemis apply luy dream, 

For Strophius, wiaai i perislied, had no son. 

Now to my brother, absent thoe.ph he he, 
Libations wall I otaa : this at Last, 

With the attenilants piven nut by t!u‘ kinpf, 
Vhfpins of (hveee, I <-aa : l,»ut what tins cause 
They yet attmui me. lajt witluu tlie lioustt, 

The temple of the y^ndtiess when* I dwell? 

Oinoa V bvEAtU'S. 

Onsfrs. Keep {‘areful wat>'h, lest tuuue one rome this way. 
/Wci//ov. I wattF, and luin mite- eye to every part. 
OresUs. And dost tlam, Pyl.ide iitiarpne this 

'The temple td'ihr goddess wirndi wr* seek, 

Our sails inun Argo:; swf'epiug oVr the main? 
lyiades. Orestes, surh mv ihouitht, atui must he thine. 
dnsUs. Ami this the alfai w'et \uth t ireeain Idotni? 
jy/ada. rrimsimed \snh v/t- bf*hoUl its seu’.pturcd wreaths, 
<')mVcv, See, h’tun the hauirments what tii^phies bang! 
jyiadfs. The spoils of Mrangns that have here been slain. 
Or€sks. Uehovtss us tlten to watidi ttuli rareful eye. 

0 lluehus, by thv oia*'h‘s agaiii 
Why ha .1 iluui hal mv to these toils? Her since 
In Vingrauce for my father's lilooti I shnv 
My incdliiT, ffsiseiess by tiu* Fuiies thiven, 
Vagranb ottfeasl, many a bending nmrse 
My feel lutvc trod ; to tlin* i e;um% of ihcc 
Inquired this whit ling lien/y by what ujcans, 

And by what imsuis my I end ' 

dTy voiiie eotniiiaiid’sl me lo \prr»| my ctairse 
I'o tliin wiki eons! of Taut is, when* a shrine 
Thy sister lialh, Ihiuia . ihener lo take 
The slatuvt td itie goddess, whi» !i from heavin^ 

So say the natives* fi» this temple hdl : 

'rhb image or by t'mud t»r forUiim wmii 
The ckngertnis Uiil in iiieved, plat?e the priie 
In the Atlienkn land : nu more mai said; 
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But that performing this I should obtain 
Rest from my toils. Obedient to thy words 
On this unknown, unhospitabie coast 
Am I arrived. Now, Pylades, for thou 
Art my associate in this dangerous task. 

Of thee I ask, What shall we do ? for high 
The walls, thou seest, which fence the temple round : 
Shall we ascend their height ? But how escape 
Observing eyes ? Or burst the brazen bars ? 

Of these we nothing know. In the attempt 
To force the gates, or meditating means 
To enter, if detected, we shall die. 

Shall we then, ere we die, by flight regain 
The ship, in which we hither ploughed the sea? 
Pylades. Of flight we brook no thought, nor such hath been 
Our wont ; nor may the god's commanding voice 
Be disobeyed : but from the temple now 
Retiring, in some cave, which the black sea 
Beats with its billows, we may lie concealed 
At distance from our bark, lest some, whose eyes 
May note it, bear the tidings to the king, 

And we be seized by force. But when the eye 
Of night comes darkling on, then must we dare, 

And take the polished image from the shrine, 
Attempting all things : and the vacant space 
Between the triglyphs, mark it well, enough 
Is open to admit us ; by that way 
Attempt we to descend. In toils the brave 
Are daring ; of no worth the abject soul. 

Oresks* This length of sea we ploughed not from this coast, 
Nothing eflectcd, to return : but well 
Hast thou advised ; the god must be obeyed. 

Retire we then where we may lie concealed : 

For never from the god will come the cause 
That what his sacred voice commands should fall 
ICffectless. We must dare. ^ No toil to youth 
Excuse, which justifies inaction, brings. 

IraiosNiA, Chokus. 

You, who your, savage dwellings hold 
Nigh this mhospitable main, 
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’Gainst clashing rocks with fury rolled, 

PVoni all l>ut hallowed words abstain. 
Virgin f|ue(‘n, Lattnia's graec% 

Joying in the nuniiUaiu ehasf% 

Ik) thy <anirt, thy ricli doujain, 

To thy beatiteous pillartui fane, 

Where our woiul'ring ev<‘s lu-hold 
BattlcnudUs that l>la/e with ca^hi, 

Thus iny virgin steps I bteid, 

Holy, tlu* holy to attend, 

Servant, queen, to ihe«% 

Power, who Ineirst lifc*'s golden key, 

Far from Greece for sUhhIs renowned, 

From luT \wdls with towms enmiied, 

From the l)eauteous plantnl ifteaik 
Where !us train Fmotas hsels, 

Visiting tlut loved retosu . 

Once my royal tatlmi’s seats, 

Chorus. I come, WImi cares disimb ihy rest? 

Why liasi thntt laoughi me io the shrine? 
Doth some Iresh grid allla t thy breast? 

Whv latng me to iiu% seat divine? 

Thou <iaui:hter that < hirt, whose |Hiwt*r,i 
ilougla’d with a ilemsand ketds the strand, 
And ranged in aims d'tny s proiui towers 

Beneath tli' Atnda: s gieat etimimuull 
O yc attendant tram, 

How is my heart oppiesstai w'ith woe! 

What notes, save nou^s of'gfirl, am How, 

A hansh aiui uninrlodums strain? 

Ivfy soul domestk ills oppress with dirruli 
Am! hiil me mourn a bfoslier iie.ul 
What visions dal my sleeping sense appal 
In Ilut pitst tlaik ami niuiicght hour? 

Tin ruin, ruin all 

My ladmr’s huine it is no more ; 

No more b his illusliioiH hue, 

Wind ili'iSidhil deeds tialti Argo»r known f 
Oncoidy brother, Fan% was imne; 

Ami dost ilioii rrmt him fioin me? In he gone 
To Plulob drearv fralimi tirhew? 

For hiitg iifc« dcvwh with pious rare 
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This goblet I prepare ; 

And on the bosom of the earth shall flow 
Streams from the heifer mountain-bred, 

The grape’s rich juice, and mixed with'these 
The labour of the yellow bees, 

Libations soothing to the dead 
Give me th’ oblation ; let me hold 
The foaming goblet’s hallowed gold. 

0 thou, the earth beneath, 

Who didst from Agamemnon spring, 

To thee deprived of vital breath 

1 these libations bring. 

Accept them : to thy honoured tomb 
Never, ah I never shall I come ; 

Never these golden tresses bear 
To place them there, there shed the tear : 

For Irorn niy country far, a hind 
There d<;eined as slain, my wild abode I find. 
Chorus, To tliee thy faithful train 

The Asiatic hymn will raise, 

A doleful, a barbaric strain, 

Resj)()nsive to thy lays, 

And steej-) in tears the mournful song, 

Notes which to the dead belong, 

Dismal notes attuned to woe 
By Pluto in the realms below : 

No sprightly air shall we employ 

To cheer the soul, and wake the sense of joy. 

Th’ Atridai are no more : 

Extinct tlieir sceptre’s golden light ; 

My father’s house from its proud height 
Is fall’n : its ruins I deplore. 

Who of her kings at Argos holds his reign, 
Her kings once blest ? But Sorrow’s train 
Rolls on impetuous for the rapid steeds 
Which o’er the strand with Pelops fly. 

From what atrocious deeds 
Starts the sun back, his sacred eye 
Of brightness, loathing, turned aside ? 

And fatal to their house arose 

From the rich Ram, Thessalia’s golden pride, 
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Slaughter on sl:iught('r, woes on woes. 

Thence from the dvtid of ages past 
Vengeance came rushing on its [)rey, 

And swept tlu* tsu'e of 'rantalus away: 

Fatal to dice its nitlih-ss haste ; 

'To me too fatal fiom tiie hour 
My mollier weildeil, from tiie night 
She gave me to life’s opening ligjii, 

Nursed by afliietion's {Tuei p» >wrr. 

Early to me i\u^ fates unkind 
Tt^ know what sonow is assigned ; 

Led;us daughter, _ hapless dame, 

First blo<>ming oUspiing ot le-r beti 
(A father’s ('onilu<*t lu-re I Ifiames, 

A joyless vielim bred ; ^ 

When (j’er the* stiaiul of Aulis, in the pride 
Of beauty kituFing flames i»f h>ve, 

High on my splendid car I move, 

Btttrothed to I’hetis’ son a bnde : 

Ah hapless bride, to all tlu* tram 
Of Gnsdun fair prefrrrrt! in vain ! 

But mnv a .stranger ofi this stuind, 

^Oainst whif'h lie* uihi wavr'. hrat, 

I holii my dreary, joyless wsa, 

FardistatU from my native lamJ: 

Nor nu|Hial beti is mine, ntu' ehiltl nor friemi 
At Argos now no more I raev* 

The hrstal song, in Juno’s pm^s»‘ : 

Nor tHT lluf hnan sweei sonnduig lamcl, 

Ah tlm creative nhnitle thrs, 

Give forms of 'riians tiro-e n» lise, 

And dreadful willi Iter initple spear 
Image Athenian bidhts iheno 
But on this harb’ioiis shvne 
111 unhappy sirangi^r s lam I nuaig 
I’hr ruthlm atlar stained with gore, 

His ileep ami dying groan : 

And for (stf'h tear llmi wrefri bin wih!S, 

From me a ouir of pity flow^s. 

Of tbifse the rat! remrmlwam e now mml stepr 
A broilier ticail, idi me I i werp ; 

At Argas him by file opprr»t 
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I left an infant at the breast. 

A beauteous bud, whose opening charms 
Then blossomed in his mother's arms, 

Orestes, born to high command, 

Th’ imperial sceptre of the Argive land. 

Chorus. Leaving the sea-washed shore a herdsman comes 
Speeding, with some fresh tidings to thee fraught. 

Herdsman, Iphigenia, Chorus. 

Herd. Daughter of Agamemnon, and bright gem 

Of Clytemnestra, hear strange things from me. 

Iphig. And what of terror doth thy tale import ? 

Herd. Two youths, swift-rowing ’twixt the clashing rocks 
Of our wild sea, are landed on the beach : 

A grateful offering at Diana's shrine, 

And victims to the goddess. Haste, prepare 
The sacred lavers and the previous rites. 

Iphig. Whence are the strangers ? from what country named? 
Herd. From Greece : this only, nothing more, I know. 

Iphig. Didst thou not hear what names the strangers 
bear ? 

Herd. One by tiie other was called Pylades. 

Iphig. How is the stranger, his companion, named ? 

Herd. Tliis none of us can tell : we heard it not 
Iphig. Plow saw you them? how seized them? by what 
chance ? 

Herd. 'Midst the rude cliffs that o'er the Euxine hang 

Iphig. And what concern have herdsmen with the sea ? 
Herd. To wash our herds in the salt wave we came. 

Iphig. To what I asked return : how seized you them? 

Tell me the manner ; this I wish to know. 

For slow the victims come, nor hath some while 
The altar of the goddess, as was wont, 

Been crimsoned with the streams of Grecian blood. 
Herd. Our lierds, which in the forests feed, we drove 
Amidst the tide that rushes to the shore 
Twixt the Symplegades : it was the place 
Where in the rifted rock the chafing surge 
Plath hollowed a rude cave, the haunt of those 
Whose quest is purple. Of our nuniber there 
A herdsman saw two youths, and back returned 
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With soft and silent step ; then pointing said, 

“ Do you not see them ? These are deities * 
That sit there.” One, who with religious awe 
Revered the gods, with hands uplifted prayed, 

His eyes fixed on them : Son of the sea-nymph 
Leucothoe, guardian of the laboring bark, 

Our Lord Palaemon, be propitious to us ! 

Or sit you on our shores, bright sons of Jove, 
Castor and Pollux ! Or the glorious boast 
Of Nereus, father of the noble choir 
Of fifty Nereids ? ” One, whose untaught mind 
Audacious folly hardened ’gainst the sense 
Of holy awe, scoffed at his prayers, and said : 
‘‘These are wrecked mariners, that take their seat 
In the cleft rock through fear, as they have heard 
Our prescribed rite, that here we sacrifice 
The stranger.” To the greater part he seemed 
Well to have spoken, and we judged it meet 
To seize the victims, by our country’s law 
Due to the goddess. Of the stranger youths 
One at this instant started from the rock ; 

Awhile he stood, and wildly tossed his head, 

And groaned, his loose arms trembling all their length, 
Convulsed with madness : as a hunter loud 
Then cried : “ Dost thou behold her, Pylades, 
Dost thou not see this dragon fierce from hell 
Rushing to kill me, and against me rousing 
Her horrid vipers ? See this other here, 

Ernitting fire a,nd slaughter from her vests. 

Sails on her wings, my mother in her arms 
Bearing, to hurl this mass of rock upon me ! 

Ah, she will Hll me 1 Whither shall I fly ? ” 

His visage might we see no more the same. 

And his voice varied, now the roar of bulls. 

The howl of dogs now uttering, mimic sounds 
Sent by the rnadd’ning Furies, as they say. 
Together thronging, as of death assured, 

/ We sit in silence : but he drew his sword, 

And like a lion rushing ’midst our herds 
Plunged in their sides the weapon, weening thus 
To drive the Furies, till the briny wave 
Foamed with their blood. But when among our herds 
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We saw this havoc made, we all ^gan rouse 
To arms, and blew our sounding shells t’ alarm 
The neighboring peasants ; for we thought in fight 
Kude herdsnuui to these youthful strangers, trained 
To arms, ill niatehed ; and forthwith to our aid 
Flocked numbers. But, his frenzy of its force 
Abating, on the earth the stranger falls, 

Foam bursting from hi.s mouth? But when we saw 
Til’ advautag^«\ each adventured on, and hurled 
What might annoy him fali’n : tlie other youth 
^V'‘iped off the foam, took of his person care, 

Ilis fmowrought robe spread over him, with heed 
I'he flying stones obstu'ving warded off 
"i'iie wounds, and eiidx kind office to his friend 
Attentively pt'rfornutl. Mis sense returned, 
llie stranger start «‘d uji, and soon perceived 
'J’he tide of foes that rolled impetuous on, 

The danger and distrt^ss that closed them round. 

He heaved a sigh. An unremitting storm 
Of stones we poured, and ea<^li incited each, 
d'hen we his dreadful exhortation heard: 

‘M’ylades, w'e sliall die ; but let us die 
With glory ; draw tliy sword, and follow me.” 

But when we saw the enemies advance 
Witii hrantlished swords, the steep heights crowned 
with wood, 

We fill in flight : hut Others, if one flies, 

Press on them ; if again tliey drive these back, 

"iVhat before ficti turns, witli a storm of stones 
Assaulting them ; Init, what exceeds belief, 

Hurled l)y a thousand hands not one could hit 
Tlie victims of the goddess : scarce at length, 

Not by brave daring seized we them, ^ but ’round 
ck)sed upon them, and their swords with 
stones 

Beat, wily, from tlieir hands, for on their knees 
They through fatigue had sunk upon the ground. 

We bare ihmt to the monardi of this land : 

He viewed them, and without delay to thee 
Sent them, devoted to the cleansing vase 
And to the altar. Victims such as these,.. 

0 virgin, wish to find ; for if such youths 
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Thou offer, for thy slaughter Greece will pay, 

Her wrongs tt> iIumi at Aulis wcsll avenged. 

Chorus. These thiiiK'^ wonderful, ^vhich tluni hast told 
Of him, whoeVr Iu‘ 1 h% the yorxth from Greece 
Arrived on this inhnspital)lc slaore. 

Jphi^. Tis well. Go thuu, and hring»* the strangers hither. 
^ ^ What here is tt> he dtme sluill i>e onr care. 

0 my unhappy heart ! hefe^re this hour 

To strangers tlmu want gf-uile, always touehed 
With pity, nnd with Usirs Uunr tears ref)aid, 
tVhen (ireeians, native;; ul riiy country, came 
Into my haiuis : hut tnuu dreams, whi<h prompt 

To (leed.s ungemir. .showing that no more 
Orestes views^lhe stuhs lair 'wl'ua*'cr 

Ye are that hithfUMaum^ nto will you Ihui 
Itelentless mms 'Phis is tlu: truth, niy friends: 

My heart is rrni ; imd uinTr will the wretch, 

Who feels afiliriion’s rrutd tortures, }>car 
Goodwill to thimr dial art* inorcj fi)rtmiate. 

Never came itah* horn Jove, nor flying bark, 

Wint'h ’twi\! the tlangh'ous rocks of tid Muxinasea 
brought tieh-n hitlier, xvho my fnJn wnsiight, 

N(?r Menehtus; that tm my foul xvrungx 

1 nnghi irpay, anti xvich an AirlLs here 
..Requite the AuUh llmre, whfu*c I was seized, 

And, as a heiter, hy the Grroi^ms slain. 

My lather tuti, xvhi» gave mv Hirth, xvas prhxd 
Ah mo! tlif sad mum«hriuic<^ uf ihtnsc ills 
Yet lives: how ohm iiid i stroke thy dmefc, 

And, hiinging on thy kinms, address thee ilms: 
Alas, niiy iklhei ! I hy ther am led 
A bride hGiiiifii! riles and base: 

Them, xvliilsi tiy llim 1 blrwetly my motlicr !:yirins, 
And ih* Argivr iiaini^ milli hymeneal .strains, 

And xvilh the |ui tiiul pifir Iho house resiiiiiuh; 

Biu at the iiliiir I hy ilmr Atn slain ; 

. For Pluto wtt ill* Aflnllr:!# iK‘>t the son 
Of Pelms, wtii'im to im thou didst iinnimiwf 
Th* slliimred hridegrm^in, and hy guile diiKi hriug 
To hlocaly impiiiih iti tin* rcdling car« 

But, cfer iiiine eyw tli© %xtV% fine texture sprcail, 
This brother in wy hm4% wtio now is lott, 
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1 clasped not, though bis sister, did not press 
My lips to his through virgin modesty, 

As going to the house of Pcleus : then 
Each fond embrace I to another time 
Deferred, its soon to Argos to return. 

If, O unhappy brother, thou art dead, 

Eroxn what a state, ihy father’s envied height 
Of glory, loved Orestes, art thou torn !— 

These fahsc? rul(‘s of the goddess much I blame: 
Whoe’er of mortals is \vu*t!i slaughter stained, 

Or hath at cliikihirth given assisting hands, 

Or chanced tt> touch aught dead, she as impure 
Drives from her altars ; yet herself delights 
In human vidims bleeding at her shrine. 

Ne’er did Latona, from th’ embrace of Jove, 
Bring forth sudi inconsistence: I then deem 
The feast of d antalus, wliere gods were guests, 
Unworthy of belief, as that tliey fed 
On his son’s flcsli delighted : and I think 
These people, who themselves have a wild joy 
In shedding human l>h,)od, their savage guilt 
Charge on the goddes.s: for this truth. I hold, 
None of the gods is evil or doth wrong. 

Chorus* 

Sfropke u 

Ye rocks, ye clashing rocks, whose brow 
Frowns o’er tire darkened dcejis below, 

Whose wild inhospitable wave, 

From Argos flying and her native spring, 

The virgin once was known to brave, 
Tormented with the Bryise’s madd’ning sting, 

From Kurope when the rude sea o’er 
She passed to Asia’s adverse shore ; 

Who are these hapless youths, that dare to land, 
Leaving those soft irriguous meads, 

Where^ his green margin fringed with reeds, 
Eurotas rolls his ample tide, 

Or Dirce’s hallowed waters glide, ^ 

And touch this barb’rous, stranger-hating strand, 
The altars where a virgin dews, 

And blood the pillared shrine imbrues ? 
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Strophe 2. 

Did they with oars impetuous sweep, 

Rank answering rank, the foamy deep, 

And wing their bark with flying sails, 

To raise their humble fortune their desire, 

Eager to catch the rising gales, 

Their bosoms with the love of gain on fire ? 
For sweet is Hope, to man^s fond breast, 

The hope of gain, insatiate guest. 

Though on her oft attends Misfortune's train ; 

For daring man she tempts to brave ^ 

The dangers of the boist'rous wave, 

And leads him heedless of his fate 
Through many a distant, barb'rous state; 
Vain his opinions, his pursuits are vain 1 

Boundless o'er some her power is shown, 

But some her temp’rate influence own. 

Antistrophe i. 

How did they pass the dang’rous rocks, 
Clashing with rude, tremendous shocks ? 

How pass the savage-howling shore 
Where once th' unhappy Phineus held his reign, 
And sleep affrighted flies its roar, 

Steering their rough course o'er this boist'rous main, 
Formed in a ring beneath whose waves 
The Nereid train in high-arched caves 
Weave the light dance, and raise the sprightly song, 
Whilst whisp’ring in their swelling sails 
Soft Zephyrs breathe, or southern gales 
Piping amidst their tackling play, 

As their bark ploughs its wat’ry way 
Those hoary cliffs, the haunts of birds, along, 

To that wild strand, the rapid race 
Where once Achilles deigned to grace? 

Antistrophe 2. 

Oh that from Troy some chance would bear 
Leda's loved daughter, fatal fair 
(The royal virgin's vows are mine), 

That her bright tresses rolled in crimson dew. 

Her warm blood flowing at this shrine, 
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The altar of the goddess might imbrue, 

And Vengeance, righteous to repay 
Her former mischiefs, seize her prey ! 

But with what rapture should I hear his voice, 

If one this sliore should reach from Greece, 

And bid the toils of slav’ry cease ! 

Or might I in the hour of rest 

With pleasing dreams of Greece be blest, 

So in my house, my native land rejoice, 

In sleep enjoy the pleasing strain 
For happiness restored again ! 

Jj)hig. But the two youths, their hands fast bound in chains, 
The late“.seiz(.‘d victims to the goddess, come. 

Silenca^, my friends : for destined at the shrine 
To bleed the Grecian strangers near approach, 

And no false tidings did the herdsman bring. 

Chorus. Godd<.‘SS revered, if grateful to thy soul 
This state presents such sacrifice, accept 
The victims, which the custom of this land 
Gives thee, but deemed unholy by the Greeks. 

Iphigenia, Oi^estes, Pylades, Chorus. 

Iphtg No more ; that to the goddess each due rite 
Be well performed shall be my care. Unchain 
The strangers* hands, that, hallowed as they are, 

They may no more be bound. Go you, prepare 
Within the temple what the rites require. 

Unhappy youths, what mother brought you forth ? 
Your father who? Your sister, if perchance 
Yc have a sister, of what youths deprived ? 

For brother she shall have no more. Who knows 
Whom such misfortunes may attend? For dark 
"What tlie gods* will creeps on; and none can tell 
The ills to come : this fortune from the sight 
Olxscures. But, 0 unhappy strangers, say 
Whence came you ? Sailed you long since for this 
land ? 

But long will be your absence from your homes, 

For ever, in the dreary realms below. 

'CresUs, Lady, whoe’er thou art, why for these things 
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Dost thou lament? _ Why mourn for ills, which sor, 
Will fall on uh ? Him 1 esteem unwise, 

Who, wlurn he sees cU.^ath near, tries to o’ercorue 
Its terrors witii bewailin|.^s, without hope 
Of safety : ill he adds to ill, and makes 
His folly kntnvn, yet dies. We must give way 
To fortune : tluTcfore mourn not tliou for us : 

Wc know, are acquainted with your rites. 
jphig. Which of you by the name of i^dades 

Is called ? 'I'his first it is my wish to know. 

Orestes, If aught of pleasures Unit may give thee, he. 

Iphig, A native of what Grecian state, declare. 

Orestes, What knowing this, wouldst thou obtain? 

Jphig. And arc; you hrothers, c>f one mothen Ixaii? 

Orestes. Brothers hy friendship, lady, not by birth. 

Jphig^ To thee what name was by thy father given ? 

Orestes. With just cause I Hnhafvpy might be called. 

IpMg* I ttnk ttot that ; to fortune, that ascribe. 

Orestes. Dying unknown rude scadfi; I shall avoid. 

Iphig. Wilt ihi)u isdusi'? Why are t!\y thouglits so high? 
Orestes. My bniiv thou mays! kill, Imt nut my name. 

Ipktg, Wilt thou lUit say a native tif what stale? 

Orestes. Tlu* c|nt;stion nought avails, since ! must die. 

What lunders thee trom granting me this |^ace? 
Orestes. TId illustrious Argos I niy camntry l>oast 
fp/iig. By the grids slrangcu', is itiy birth from thence? 
Orestes. My te4!!i is front My*’en;e, once the hlcst. 

Ip/ag, Dost tliou an v%\h ily, or by what fatc‘? 

Orestes. Of iiiy fre#* will, in pait not free, I fiy. 
fp/ng. Wilt thou then tell me whai I wisii to know ? 
Orestes. Whale* Vr is foreign to nty private griefs. 
fp/iig. To my dear wish from Atgos art tliou come, 

Orestes. Not to my wisfi j but if ti» thine, enjoy it. 
iphg Troy, whose (mm sprmi.s so wide, percluince thou 


Orestes. Oh llmi 1 mder had known her, efen in dreams! 
IpMg. 'rhey say she k no inorr, by war destroyed. 
Orestes, It is mi: you have heard no false reports. 

Ip/fig. Is tielcaia with Menehius relitmed? 

Orestes. She is : iind one I lote her cmming rues. 

IpAtg. Where is nhf* ? Me toti «iut of old hath wronged. 
Orestes, Ai Sprla with her fciriner lord the dwells. 
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Ifhig. By Greece, and not by me alone, abhorred ! 

Orestes. I from her nuptials have my share of grief. 

IpMg. And are the Greeks, as fame reports, returned ? 
Orestes. Hov/ briefly all things dost thou ask at once ? 

Iphig. This favour, ere thou die, I wish t’ obtain. 

Orestes. Ask then : since such thy wish, I will inform thee. 
Jphig. Calchas, a prophet, came he back from Troy ? 

Orestes. He perished : at Mycenae such the fame. 

Iphtg. Goddess revered 1 But doth Ulysses live ? 

Orestes. He lives they say ; but is not yet returned. 

Iphg. Perish the wretch, nor see his country more ! 

Orestes. Wish him not ill, for all with him is ill. 

Iphig. But doth the .son of sea-born Thetis live ? 

Orestes. He lives not : vain his nuptial rites at Aulis. 

Iphig. That all was fraud, as those, who felt it, say. 

Orestes. But who art thou, inquiring thus of Greece ? 

Iphig. I am from thence, in early youth undone. 

Orestes. Thou hast a right P inquire what there hath passed. 
Iphig. What knowst thou of the chief, men call the blest ? 
Orestes. Who ? Of the blest was not the chief I knew. 

Iphig. The royal Agamemnon, son of Atreus. 

Orestes. Of him I know not, lady ; cease to ask. 

Iphig. Nay, by the gods, tell me, and cheer my soul 
Orestes. He^s dead, th’ unhappy chief ; no single ill. 

Iphig. Dead I By what adverse fate ? Oh wretched me ! 
Orestes. Why mourn for this? Plow doth it touch thy 
breast ? 

Iphig. The glories of his former state I mourn. 

Orestes. Dreadfully murdered by a woman^s hand. 

Iphig. How w^retched she that slew him, he thus slain I 
Orestes. Now then forbear: of him inquire no more. 

Iphig. This only ; lives th^ unhappy monarch’s wife ? 

Orestes. She, lady, is no more, slain by her son, 

Iphig. Alas, the ruined house 1 What his intent ? 

Orestes. T’ avenge on her his noble father slain. 

Iphig. An ill, but righteous deed, how justly done ! 

Orestes. Though righteous, by the gods he is not blest. 

Iphig, Plath Agamemnon other offspring left ? 

Orestes. He left one virgin daughter, named Electra. 

Iphig. Of her, that died a victim, is aught said ? 

Orestes. This onlji dead she sees the light no more. 

Iphig. Unhappy she I the father too, who slew her 1 
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Orestes, For a bad woman she unseemly died. 
jphig^ At Argos lives the murdered father^s son? 

Orestes, Nowhere he lives, poor wretch, and everywhere 
Jphig^ False dreams, farewell : for nothing you import. ' 
Orestes. Nor are those gods, that have the name of wise 
Less false than fleeting dreams. In things diviiil 
And in things human, great confusion reigns. 

One thing is left; that, not unwise of soul, 
Obedient to the prophet^s voice he perished ; 

For that he perished they, who know, report. 
C?ionis, What shall we know, what of our parents know? 

If yet they live, or not, who can inform us? 

Iphig* Hear me : this converse prompts a thought, whi6 
gives 

Promise of good, ye youths of Greece, to you, 

To these, and me ; thus may it well be done, 

If willing to my purpose all assent. 

Wilt thou, if I shall save thee, go for me 
A messenger to Argos, to my friends 
Charged with a letter, which a captive wrote, 

Who pitied me, nor murd’rous thought my hand, 
But that he died beneath the law, these rites 
The goddess deeming just ? For from that hour 
I have not found who might to Argos bear 
Himself my message, back with life returned. 

Or send to any of my friends my letter. 

Thou therefore, since it seems thou dost not bear 
111 will to me, and dost IVIy cense know, 

And those I wish t’ address, be safe, and live, 

No base reward for a light letter life 
Receiving : and let him, since thus the state 
Requires, without thee to the goddess bleed. 
Orestes, Virgin unknown, well hast thou said in all 
Save this, that to the goddess he should bleed 
A victim; that were heavy grief indeed. 

I steered the vessel to these ills, he sailed 
Attendant on my toils : to gain thy grace 
By his destruction, and withdraw myself 
From sufferings, were unjust. Thus let it be : 
Give him the letter ; to fulfil thy wish 
To Argos he will bear it : me let him, 

Who claims that office, slay. Base is his soul, 
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Who in calamities involves his friends, 

And saves himself : this is a friend, whose life, 

Dear to me as my own, I would preserve. 

Excellent spirit ! From some noble root 
It shows thee sprung, and to thy friends a friend 
Sincere : of those that share my blood if one 
Remains, such may he be ; for I am not 
Without a brother, strangers, from my sight 
Though distant now. Since then thy wish is such, 
Him will I send to Argos : he shall bear 
M.‘y letter, thou shalt die ; for this desire 
Hath strong possession of thy noble soul. 

Orestes. Who then shall do the dreadful deed, and slay 
me ? 

JpMg. I : to atone the goddess is my charge. 

Orestes. A charge imenvied, virgin, and unblessed. 

Necessity constrains : I must obey. 

.Orestes. Wilt thou, a woman, plunge the sword in men ? 

No : but thy locks to sprinkle round is mine. 

Orestes. Whose then, if I may ask, the bloody deed? 

Jphig. To some within the temple this belongs. 

] Orestes. What tomb is destined to receive my corse? 

The hallowed fire within, and a dark cave. 

[Orestes. Oh that a sister's hand might wrap these limbs ! 
Vain wish, unhappy youth, whoe’er thou art, 

Hast thou conceived ; for from this barbarous 
land 

Far is her dwelling. Yet of what my power 
Permits, since thou from Argos drawst thy birth, 

No grace will I omit ; for in thy tomb 
1 will place much of ornament, and pour 
The dulcet labour of the yellow bee, 

From mountain flowers extracted, on thy pyre. 

But I will go, and from the temple bring 
The letter : yet Against me no hostile thought 
Conceive* You that attend here, guard them 
well, 

But without chains* To one, whom most I love 
Of all my friends, to Argos I shall send ^ 

Tidings perchance unlocked for; and this letter, 
Declaring those, whom he thought dead, alive, 

Shall be§r him an assured and solid joy* 
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Pylades, Okvsyfs, Chorus. 

C/mrus. I'hec, oVr wliose iiinijs l!ie bliKKiy drops shall son 

T)e from th<' Uvers J lammit. 

OresUs. I’his asks nu pity, stranyms: init iamwell 
Chorus, 'riicc, for tliy ha[iiiy fau* w<MVv<‘rrnce, youth, 
Who to thy country siaiit uRain nMurn. ’ 

Fyhxdes, Ik) fririRis unwishcii, leave tlioir friends to di 

Chorus, Painful iiismission ! W hirdi .sliall I esteem 
Most lost, alas, alas ! whii'h intRU maiotm! 

Fur doubts my wavhiny. judpmont yet divide, 

If chief thcc my scabs sliuuUl swtdl, or thee. 
Orestes, P»y the gods, IVkidfs, is thy miiid ttmehed 
In nianncr like as lumr 

jyiades, ^ cannot iril; 

Nor to thy question havr' I tc^ rcp!\. 

Oresks, Wim is this \iryin:* what /cal ft )r Greece 

Made slic inquiries uf us \Uial the toils 
At 'rroy» if yet ihc Grecians were returned, 

Ami (hdclmK, fnnn the liiyhi ot iurtls mlro formed 
Presagos of tin: futuno** Aiu! j»!ic iuum*d 
A(;hiilcs : ^uth uhat icndcinrss lHnuuh‘cl 
d'h’ unhappy Apamciunoii ! { )f Ids wife 

She lisktsi me, <il his t liilihcn: thence her race 
'i'iuH unknown virgin ilrav- ait Aigive; else 
XeVr woult! she send litis Intm^ nor have wished 
'Po kni*w ihtsse thiriiv,. as ji slit* bore u sltare, 

If Argos flourish, in its ptospcioiis sUtir. 
lyiaJes, Such wen: my ihotiglds ibui Ihou Imi given the 
wstrds, 

IVcvrnliilit me), of everv ciimtiHiafire^ 

Have one ; the tale of kings all know, who»ic state 
Ihdds aughl t4' lank. Ibii pas.'i to oiltrf thoughts,: 
Ortsks, W'hiif? Sliart* them; **0 ihou best maysibei 
fonnrtl 

Ih hides, 'Phat ihoii shmilthu di'% and I brhold this light, 
Were bjue; with ilirr I haded, with tire to die 
llecfUiie:! iiif ; rbe ^liall i tduain flit: mtne 
Of a vile cowiird lliioiigli ihr Argivr siiita, 

And llr tierp vik« oi llmrk, willltiiak, 

For iiioni itniik ill, find by brtw|ing tliue 
I lawd iiiymdf, home lo frfiirn i$|otii? ; 

Or hiiitly il»i 1 ilrw ilirt?, and thy cicmih 
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Contrived, that in the ruin of thy house 
Thy empire I might grasp, to me devolved 
As wedded to thy sister, now sole heir. 

These things I fear,^ and hold them infamous. 
Behoves me then with thee to die, with thee 
To bleed a victim, on the pyre with thine 
To give my body to the flames; for this 
Becomes me as thy friend, who dread reproach. 
Orestes. Speak more auspicious words : 'tis mine to bear 
Ills that are mine : and single when the woe, 

I would not bear it double. What thou sayst 
Is vile and infamous, would light on me, 

Should 1 cause thee to die, who in my toils 
Hast borne a share : to me, who from the gods 
Suffer afflictions which I suffer, death 
Is not unwelcome : thou art happy, thine 
An unpolluted and a prosperous house ; 

M'inc impious and unblest. If thou art saved, 

And from my sister, whom I gave to thee 
Betrothed thy bride, art blessed with sons, my 
name 

May yet remain, nor all my father’s house 
In total ruin sink. Go then, and live ; 

Dwell in the mansion of thy ancestors. 

And when thou comst to Greece, to Argos famed 
For warrior-steeds, by this right hand I charge thee 
Raise a sepulchral mound, and on it place 
A monument to me ; and to my tomb 
Her tears, her tresses let my sister give .* 

And say that by an Argive woman’s hand 
I perished, to the altar’s bloody rites 
A hallowed victim. Never let thy soul 
Betray my sister, for thou seest her state 
Of friends how destitute, her father’s house 
How desolate. Farewell ! Of all my friends 
Thee have I found most friendly, from my youth 
Trained up with me, in all my sylvan sports 
Thou dear associate, and through many toils 
Thou faithful partner of my miseries. 

Me Phoebus, though a prophet, hath deceived, 

And meditating guile hath driven me far 
From Greece, of former oracles ashamed ; 

M 
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To him resigned, obtHlienl t(.) his words, 

I slew my mother, and my nu-cd is death. 
jyiades. Yes, I will raise thy tomb : tliy sifter’s bed 
1 never will betray, unhappy ytnuh, 

Fur 1 will hold tlutt* dt,*an,;r when tluni’rt dead 
dhan whih.* thou live-ht : nt»r iiath yet the voice 
Of Fluebus quite tieMnof d thee, thmu^h thou stand 
Toslaugiitei nigh: but m •metimes mighty woes 
Yield mighty eiuuutes, .so wiien fmlune wills, 
Omds, Furl'irar: the words uf Fie ebuM uuuglit avail me 
Fur pasjdiy’ frum tiu: shrim* the vipqn t'omes, ^ 

IiviiuiKMA, UKr..'U't's Fvi.\tu;n, ihuaujji, 

Jft]:. ih) ytni away (/o f/:e aiul in die shrine prepare 

What lho;,r, who uV? ibf* nlr, preatie, require,-- 
Ntrangeis, is the leitri hdtied e|uM\ 

Wliat I wiiukl t'urdui, In/ai : the tmiul of man 
In dangers, ami i 4 :a.iii Irom liar leljtwed 
Of salety svhen us-aued, is not the saiiu:: 

I thei‘r!i>re Ifsir li^'g he, wlto .shmtld i'onvi^y 

To Aiysis dus epeale, \Uien lemuH’d 
Safe tt> his i'ouutiv will myjeit 

Mv letua', a% a thing ol hide wsu'tlL 
What weuldsi thou then/ hat is thy anxioui 
tiiotightf 

J/'hg, This; h'l liim give an oatli that lu: will boar 
To Argus tiiis cpisile to ihosi^ friends 
To whom it is my aiilmt wbdi to semi it 
(.ha:ffS. Ami will, ihou in letutn give tiim ihy i^th? 
//*//;>. q*hat ! will iii», or will not do, any wlmt 
(hfsffSn To send him Ironi ilm tiaihannis shore alive, 
/p/I4*. d'hiit'K jusi , Imw islioaUl hr Ijrar my letter else? 
ihr,\ffs. But will the iinmin h In these things asisent? 
//^//4 a By me imhieml Him { will rniliiirkd* 

Swear tinii ; iimi llnni pfoj«ise the lighiiwoai 
///Ai;. d'his, let him yty, he to in) himub will give, 
/V/ii</ri, Well ; i« lliy hmiiihv truer 1 will give, 

will I somt sale ilnongh llm dark'iiing rocks* 
WIkil god iloil lliou iin^ke I" alirsi iliymtli? 
Diaim, m whose ilifiiif « hi^rge ! hokL 
i)Ai</a* And i hani!ii » king, llie awful Jdm 
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Iphig- But if thou slight thy oath, and do me wrong? 

Py lades. Never may I return. But if thou fail, 

And save me not ? 

IpUg. . . Then never whilst I live 

May I revisit my loved Argos more. 

Pylades. One tiling, not mentioned, thy attention claims. 
jphig. If honour owns it, this will touch us both. 
py lades. Let me in this be pardoned, if the bark 
Be lost, and with it in the surging waves 
Thy letter perish, and I naked gain 
The shore, no longer binding be the oath. 

Iphlg. Knowst thou what I will do? For various ills 
Arise to those that plough the dangerous deep. 

What in this letter is contained, what here 
Is written, all I will repeat to thee, 

That tiiou mayst bear my message to my friends. 
’Gainst danger thus I guard : if thou preserve 
The letter, that though silent will declare 
My pur|)ort : if it perish in the sea 
Saving thyself my words too thou wilt save. 

Py lades. Well hast thou said touching the gods and me. 

Say then, to whom at Argos shall I bear 
I'his letter? What relate as heard from thee? 

Iphlg. This message to Orestes, to the son 

Of Agamemnon bear : She, who was slain 
At Aulis, I[ihigenia, sends thee this : 

She li\'cs, but not to those who then were there.” 
Orestes. Where is she ? From the dead returned to life ? 
^pMg. She wlioni thou seest ; but interrupt me not. 

To Argos, O rny brother, ere I die 
Bear me from this barbaric land, and far 
Remove me from this altar’s bloody rites, 

At which to slay the stranger is my charge. 

Uresies. What shall I say ? Where are we, Pylades ? 

Iphig. Or on thy house for vengeance will I call, 

Orestes— -Twice repeated, learn the name. 

Orestes. Ye gods ! 

Jphig. In my cause why invoke the gods ? . ^ 

Orestes. Nothing; proceed. My thoughts were wand’ring 

wide. , 

Strange things of thee unasked I soon shall learn. 
Iphig. Tell him the goddess saved me, in exchange 
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A hind presenting, which my father slew 
A victim, deeming that he plunged his swor<i 
Deep in my breast ; me in this land she place-*^ 
Thou hast my charge; and this my letter 
JPyZades. Oh thou hast bound me with an easy oatti 
What I have sworn with honest purpose, lan& 
Defer I not, but thus discharge mine oath. ^ 

To thee a letter from thy sister, lo, 

I bear, Orestes ; and I give it thee. 

Oiresits, I do receive it, but forbear t’ unclose 

Its foldings, greater pleasure first t* enjoy 
Than words can give. My sister, 0 most ciea^ 
Astonished e^en to disbelief I throw 
Mine arms around thee with a fond embrace 
In transport at the wond’rous things I hear. * 
Ohorus, Stranger, thou dost not well with hands pro% ^ 
Thus to pollute the priestess of the shrine, 

Grasping her garments hallowed from the touch 
O^tsks, My sister, my dear sister, from one sire, 

From Agamemnon sprung, turn not away, 

Flolding thy brother thus beyond all hope. 

JpMg. My brother ! Thou my brother ! Wilt thou u- * 
Unsay these words? At Argos far he dwells. 
Orestes, Thy brother, O unhappy 1 is not there. 

Thee did the Spartan Tyndarus bring forth. ? 
€?-^estes. And from the son of Pelops’ son I sprung. 
Sphig, What sayst thou? Canst thou give me 
this? 

Orestes, I can : ask something of my father’s house. 
Jphig. Nay, it is thine to speak, mine to attend. 

Orestes, First let me mention things which I have heard 
Electra speak : to thee is known the strife 
Which fierce ’twixt Atreus and Thyestes rose. 
Jphig. Yes, I have heard it; for the golden ram- 
Orestes. In the rich texture didst thou not inweave it ? 
Jpkig. O thou most dear 1 Thou windest near my heart 
Orestes. And image in the web th’ averted sun ? 

Jphig. In the fine threads that figure did I work. 

Orestes. For Aulis did thy mother bathe thy limt>s ? 
Jphig, I know it, to unlucky spousals led. 

Orestes. Why to thy mother didst thou send thy locks ? 
Jphig. Devoted for my body to the tomb. 
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Orestes, What 1 myself have seen I now as proofs 

Will mention. ^ In thy father’s house hung high 
Within thy virgin chambers the old spear 
Of Pelops, which he brandished when he slew 
QEnomaus, and won his beauteous bride, 

The virgin Hippodamia, Pisa’s boast. 

Ifliig, O thou most dear, for thou art he, most dear 
Acknowledged, thee, Orestes, do I hold, 

From Argos, from thy country distant far? 

Orestes. And hold I thee, my sister, long deemed dead ? 
Grief mixed with joy, and tears, not taught by woe 
To rise, stand melting in thy eyes and mine. 

Ifhig. Thee yet an infant in thy nurse’s arms 
I left, a babe 1 left thee in the house. 

Thou art more happy, 0 my soul, than speech 
Knows to express, Udiat shall I say ? ’Tis all 
Surpassing wonder and the power of words. 

Orestes. May we together from this hour be blest ! 

Ipktg. An unexpected pleasure, 0 my friends, 

Plave I received ; yet fear I from my hands 
Lest to tiie air it fly. O sacred hearths 
Raised by the Cyclops I O my country, loved 
Myceme 1 Now that thou didst give me birth 
I thank thee ; now I thank thee that my youth 
Thou trainedst, since my brother thou hast trained, 
A beam of light, the glory of his house. 

Orestes. We in our race are happy; but our life, 

My sister, by misfortunes is unhappy. 

Ipkig. I was, I know, unhappy when the sword 
My father, frentic, pointed at my neck. 

Orestes. Ah me I methinks e’en now I see thee there. 

Ip/itg. AVhen to Achilles, brother, not a bride 
I to the sacrifice by guile was led, 

And tears and groans the altar compassed round. 

Orestes. Alas the lavers there I 

I mourned the deed 

My father dared ; unlike a fatner’s love, 

Cruel, unlike a father’s love, to me. 

Orestes, 111 deeds succeed to ill ; if thou hadst slain 
Thy brotlier, by some god impelled, what griefs 
Must have bean thine at such a dreadful deed ! 

^^tg. Dreadful, my brother, oh how dreadful ! Scarce 
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Hast thou o.sraped a fniil, unhallowrd death, 

Slain by my hatids. iiut lunv will thrse thinwend? 
Wliat h>rluiie- will assir.t inr ? Whai safe means 
Shall 1 devise U) stuui tius* tVtmi this slater 
From slauejjter, U> thy native land, to Argos, 

ICre with tliy hluotl the enirl swoni be stained? 
This to dto'isi', O tuv unhar»|iy soul ! 

This to devise is tldne. Wilt thtm !)y land, 

'Fhy bark dessiTteti, dLdd on foot? 

Perils await thee hiiidst lliese harliarous tribes 
^Trough pathless wiUb. Aral ‘t wixt thtHdashingroefe 
Narrow flu* passage ti*r tie* living hark, 

Anti Itmg, Unhappy, ah nnlatppv in?f! 

What pud, what niuital wliaT tiultHdoHi for 
Will e\|Knlile oiir dan;;muir, wa\, and sliow 
Two spnmg iVtun Atna:*, a lehstNe tusm ills? 
C/^frus. What having seen and heaid I shall relate 
Is inarvellom, mul pas’.'-'s iahling tales. 

/V/Won Wlnm alter ahsenee lair, <hrsieH, IneiKi 
Meets friend, enibraef^s <^u{! express ihrir jesy, 
j»ehovc*s US irav, ied.dnt/. Lumvell to grief 
Am! hisnliu! to idtiam the glorious name 
C)f safety, Uum this haibansj. lam! lolly, 
d'he wist*! of fiJitune not n eauilrss, sei/ij 
W oreasion, and n* happim*ss advance. 

O/Ysfa, ’^Vell laist tiHHi sasd ; am! loatuiie hrrr, I ween, 
Will aid Us : to the hi in and strenuous luiuci 
More p fieni works Ibe inlhiemn* divims 
//£y. Nothing shall rhrrk, nofliing resimin my spitcli: 
First wil! I ipieslioii iher what toruine wiiiti 
Kleftra : this to know w’oiild yield me pf 
Orrx/fS, With hint she dwells, and happy is her life. 

J/Mx. Whrm e ihrn is he? and in an wlwi htlher sprung! , 
(/rci/cjr. From PItoeis: Hiri^phtiis is his hiiher iwaieA 
///z/g. lly Alrtus* daiiglilrr to my hlmnl allin!? 

Neatly iilin!: toy onlv laiihhi! hieml 
//>/ir/. He was not ihen, nir wlirii my father slew* 

(hfsifs. rhildless wm HUoiihimi for smtm length 
///aX- O thou, ilif hiiilniiiii t*f my ikter, tmill 

OmifS. Mmt lliaii re|aii«m, my pirscrver twm 

///i4*. liui to lii¥ itioifirr why llwl ik^'d? 

(Jm/ft. Of t!ai mi more : P ttvciigw my laitasr*! dtitk 
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But for what cause did she her husband slay? 

Orestes. Of her inquire not : thou wouldst blush to hear. 

Iphig^ The eyes of Argos now are raised to thee. 

Orestes. There Menelaus is lord; I, outcast, fly. 

Hath he tlien wronged his brother’s ruined house ? 

Ore^stes. Not so : the Furies fright me from the land. 

The madness this, which seized thee on the shore? 

Orestes. I was not first beheld unhappy there. 

Iphig. Stern powers ; they haunt thee for thy mother’s blood 

Orestes. And ruthless make me champ the bloody bit. 

Ipktg. Why to this region hast thou steered thy course ? 

Orestes. Commanded by Apollo’s voice I come. 

Iphig. With that intent ? if that may be disclosed. 

Orestes. I will inform thee, though to length of speech 

This lead.s. When vengeance from my hands o’ertook 
My mother’s deed, foul deeds which let me pass 
In silence, by the Furies’ fierce assaults 
To flight I was impelled : to Athens then 
Apollo sent me, that, my cause there heard, 

I might appease the vengeful powers, whose names 
May not be uttered. The tribunal there 
Is holy, which for Mars when stained with blood 
Jove in old times established. There arrived 
None willingly received me, by the gods 
As one abhorred ; and they, who felt the touch 
Of shame, the hospitable board alone 
Yielded, and though one common roof beneath, 
Their silence showing they disdained to hold 
Converse with me, I took from them apart 
A lone repast ; to each was placed a bowl 
Of the same measure ; this they filled with wine, 
And bathed their spirits in delight. Unmeet 
I deemed it to express offence at those 
Who entertained me, but in silence grieved, 

Sliowing a cheer as though I marked it not, 

And sighed for that I shed my mother’s blood. 

A feast, 1 hear, at Athens is ordained 
From this my evil plight, e’en yet observed, 

In which the equal-measured bowl then used 
Is by that people held in honour high. 

But when to tjhe tribunal on the'' mount 
Of Mars I came, one stand I took, and one 
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The eldest of the Furies opposite : 

The c%'ius<‘ was hrard tourlung my mother’s blood 
And iduehus saved me by his evidence; ^ 
hhiual, by Ihillas nuud )t*reth w<*re the votes, 

And I from domu rd’ blood victorious freed. 

Siu'h (d'the Kurirs as thrr<‘ sat(\ Ufipeased ' 

By lht‘ just S(‘nten<a‘, niph th«j fanut resolved 
I'o fix tfieir seat ; inU others* whom the law 
Afipeaseii not* willi relentless toitures still 
Pujsued mt*, till I rraelied tluj halhovedsoil 
Of Bluelms, Strt'lehtni before Ids shrine I swore 
FutHliess to waste iiiy wretehcd life away, 

Unless the gntl* by win an I was undone, 

Would save me* Knuu the* goldem tripod burst 
'rhe vcuee tlivine% am! Muit me to this shore, 
rojumandittg me to b«*ar the image lienee, * 
Whieh foil from jiJVr, and in ih‘ Athenian’ land 
I'o fnc it* What Ih' en’aeular voiet* assigned 
My safety* dn ttmu aiil* If wat olnain 
llie stattje of tlie goildt*ss, I no more 
With niadnrfis siiall hr tMituretl^ but this arm 
Shall p!*u-»' tiiee m inv bark, whieh ploughs the waves! 
Witli many an oar* ami to Myeeme safe 
Bear Iher again. Show tiuen 11 sister’s love, 
t ) ihou lunsi dear, pio^-ivr thy fiuluT’s house, 
BiesrfVi* me hm; tor me ilesiruetion waits, 

Aiul all tho rare of Felops, n we bear not 
Hiis htMU’iHlesef'iided image from the shrine, ' 
C/iee.vi, The anger of the goils hath raged sevtae, 

Aiul pimigetl tl'ie raee of ‘rantiilus in woes. 

Fre ihy ninval here, t fond ilesirt: 

Mo be again at Atgos, and to see 

Thee, iiiv loved hi oilier, tilled my soul Thywisii 

Ih iiiy Wiiriii wish* to fire llien froiii thy tails, 

And from it« num tame niy fiiilirr's liousa; 

Nta' harlamr 1 ‘gaiint him, liiiil ^lew me, thought : 
(It harsh fMenlmeni ; li'iim thy blnmi my hands 
Would I krrfuniie, itiy home I would preserve, 
llui Iroin the liow nmy thifi he hid? 

Mlie fviaiit fiM.1 I fear, when li® Hhiill find 
The simiir iiri ils mar lib Iwm net more. 

Wliat then from dealti will mm me? What ex®: 
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Shall I devise? ^ Yet by one daring deed 
Might these things be achieved, couldst thou bear 
hence 

The image, me too in thy gallant bark 
Placing secure, how glorious were th' attempt 1 
Me if thou join not with thee, I am lost 
Indeed ; but thou, with prudent measures formed, 
Return. I fly no danger, not e’en death, 

Be death required, to save thee. No : the man 
Dying is mourned as to his house a loss ; 

But woman’s weakness is of light esteem. 

I would not be the murderer of my mother, 

‘ And of thee too ; sufficient is her blood. 

No ; I will share thy fortune, live with thee. 

Or with thee die : to Argos I will lead thee. 

If here I perish not ; or dying here 

Remain with thee. But what my mind suggests 

Hear : if Diana were averse to this, 

How could the voice of Phoebus from his shrine 
Declare that to the state of Pallas hence 
The statue of the goddess I should bear, 

And see thy face ? All this together weighed 
. Gives ho|)e of kiir success, and our return. 

But how effect it, that we neither die, 

And what we wish achieve ? For our return 
On this depends : this claims deliberate thought. 

Have we not means to work the tyrant’s death ? 

For strangers full of peril were th’ attempt. 

\ies. Thee would it save and me, it must be dared. 

I could not : yet thy promptness I approve. 

'tes^ What if thou lodge me in the shrine concealed ? 

That in the shades of night we may escape ? 
rfes. Night is a friend to frauds, the light to truth. 

Within are sacred guards ; we ’scape not them. 

:tes. Ruin then waits us : how can we be saved? 

'f I think 1 have some new and safe device. 

What is it ? Let me know : impart thy thought. 
Thy sufferings for my purpose I will use. 

^sstes. To form devices quick is woman’s wit. 

% And say, thy mother slain thou fledst from Argos. 
xstss. If to aught good, avail thee of my ills. 

1^?; Unmeet then at this shrine to o&r thee. 



362 Euripides 

Orestes. What cause alk‘jj;ed ? I rcac'ii not thine intent 
Iphig. As now ini[)u^e: when liailnwe<i, I will slay thee* 
Orestes. How is the iinai^^e thus mure P^’omptly gained? 
Jphig. Thee I will hallow in the uctran waves, 

Orestes. I'he statue we‘ would gain is in the temple. 
Iphtg. That, by thy t<nich polluird, I would cleanse. 
Orestes. Where? ( )n the wat’iy margin of the main? 
Jpkig. Where thy tall bark Hccinv.d wiili cables rides. 
Orestes. And wiu» shall bear thr imagt! in hi^ iumds? 
fp/iig. Myself: pndaneti by any tisudi but miim. 

Orestes. What of this bUnnl shall on my Wend be chamj 
Ip/:/g. Ills hands, it Miali \\r said, lihf^ thine are sUiined; 
Orestes. In seer<*t this, or to the king d.isrlosed? 

/p/:/g. With his asf.f'nt ; I eatue*t hid?* it from hirn, 
Orestes. My bark willi n .ady uan; atteiuks thee near. 
Jp//:,:. 'That all bt* w«*U appuiuted be- thy charge. 

Orestes. Hue tiring alone rfun iitis, timt thest: conceal 
Our purjKJsc: but addn*ss thetii, teach thy tongue 
Persuasive words: a wionan hath the power ° 
To meU the lusut to pitv : thus peachance 
All things may ti> iuir \\Ajim%i wish succeed. 
//Pig. \'e train ol frni.ii?\s, tt> my scad most dear, 

On you mine eyes are tmuf'd, on you tlcpends 
My late : with piitsprums toiium* to be blest, 

Or to Im imthing, U> my country Uksi, 

Of a ib-ar kinstuan and a iinu h loved brother 
Deprived. This p!f.%a I first would urge^ that we 
Are wiunrn, ami have liraits !iy nature formed 
love each niher^ of our mutual trusts 
Most firm jueservers. Touching <iur design 
He sih’uf, iimi assist our ; mnigla claims 
Mtjre Imnour iti.in the laifiil'ul longue. Yon see 
How the same f.»riynt* links us thrce» most dear 
Isach to die other, to revisit safe 
Our couiiiry, or to die. It I am saved, 

Tliat ihoii inayjit share niy lortiiiiie, 1 loflrwce 
Will bring llice sale ; Inti iliee by this right hand, _ 
Thee I conjure, and thee ; liy ihi^ loved cheek 
Thee, by ihy kner?i, In* all ihiu in your house 
Is dearest to you. lailier, nmiheri childt 
If you have children^ What do you reply? 
Which of you speaki ? Or which daeatfj 
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But be you all assenting : for my plea 
If you approve not, ruin falls on me, 

And my unhappy brother too must die. 

^rus. Be confident, loved lady, and consult 
I Only thy safety : all thou givst in charge, 
i Be witness, mighty Jove, I will conceal 
Oh for this generous promise be you blest ! 

To enter now the temple be thy part, 

And thine : for soon the monarch of the land 
Will come, inquiring if the strangers yet 
Have bowed their necks as victims at the shrine. — 
Goddess revered, who in the dreadful bay 
Of Aulis from my father’s slaughtering hand 
Didst save me, save me now, and these ; through thee 
Else will the voice of Phoebus be no more 
Held true by mortals : from this barbarous land 
To Atliens go propitious ; here to dwell 
Beseems tlice not : thine be a polished state ! 

Chorus. 

Sfroplie I. 

O bird, that round each craggy height 
Projecting o’er the sea below, 

Wheelest thy melancholy flight, 

Thy song attuned to notes of woe ; 

The wise thy tender sorrows own, 

Which thy lost lord unceasing moan : 

Like thine, sad Halcyon, be my strain, 

A bird that have no wings to fly : 

With fond desire for Greece I sigh, 

And for my much loved social train; 

Sigli for Diana, pitying maid, 

Wlio joys to rove o’er Cynthus’ heights, 

Or in tlie branching laureFs shade, 

Or in the soft-haired palm delights, 

Or the hoar olive’s sacred boughs, 

Lenient of sad l^itona’s woes, 

Or in the lake that rolls its wave 
Where swans their plumage love to lave. 

Then to the Muses soaring high, 

The homage pay of melody. 
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Aniistm/^he i. 

Ye ivtm, what hriiiinntfalling showers 
RolKai clown these chec^ks in streamsof I 

When in the dust niy <'ountry's U)wers i 
k'ly levriird !)y the enm|tuTing fo^. 
And, tn their s|HSi!s a prt'V, tiieir oars ^ 
Hriuutht me to t!ies(‘ Imrharic' shores 1 
hur gc^kl hunyeih a tralhf’ base, 

Ao vuli'ur f4avc% the task is mine 
Here at Hiami's awful shrine, 

Whu loves the W(H»d!and hiiul iu diase, 
d'he virgit^ fniestess It) attend, 

Haughtf’f of rit'h Myetnues lord; 

At tdlier shiiiu’s her wish to hend, 

Where hlecnis tlif vinim le-s abhorred: 
N<» resfule lo leu giieH sht* kntnvs, 

Kot Sc^ tie* heail iiniKo! to wof‘,s, 

As iridiHni lo sonuws tignl haej 
Kow tsout's a ♦ lianee, it nitnuns no more* 
hut to h*ny. hle.% vdien dl sumsssIs 
'T he anguished heail hir evrr hlerds. 

I, 

I'hee, lt»ved \ih:ui, herd hoiii fear 
Hiuue the AigUf' hafk shall Imsu ; 
Mounlaut l‘aiu wuh shtilliu): sliain, 
lo the tiais tlial the main 

In |ie4 eaderee agreed, 

Shall aecauil Itir# wa\ loiiietl iritil: 
lliti'hus, With ii jiiicjitici'a life 
SwTe|iiiig tiVf flis setrn sliiliged lyrt, 

Aiiii Ids voo r alfiiiiuig tdgli 
IVi itie swrllirag hitfiiituiVt 
I1iee shall gtjnie ihe wild wa\rstikt 
Yo ihc ilidt Atheiuail ^heur. 

Lriiviii^ 1111% thy oars sluill siuxp 
linger oVi the luwfiiing drr|i ; 

1 "hoii shall iiiuti the using gales 
K welling ill tliy ftim l«,*unil saik, 

And ifiy Iwk III gallaiil fuiiin 
Light shall uvt ihe liillws gldJe. 
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Aniisirophc 2. 

Might I through the lucid air 
Fly where rolls yon flaming car, 

O’er these loved and modest bowers, 

Where I passed my youthful hours, 

I would stay my weary flight, 

Wave no more my pennons light, 

But anvidst the virgin band, 

Once my loved companions, stand : 

Once ’midst them my charms could move. 
Blooming then, the flames of love, 

When the mazy dance I trod, 

Wlulst with joy my mother glowed; 

Wlu'u to vie. in grace was mine, 

And in s[)iendid robes to shine ; 

For with radiant tints imprest 
Glowed for me the gorgeous vest ; 

And tliese tresses gave new grace, 

As llieir ringlets shade my face. 

TiiOAS, Iphigenia, Chorus. 

Thoas. Where is the Grecian lady, to whose charge 
'Phis temple is committed? Have her rites 
I i allowed the strangers? Do their bodies burn 
In the recesses of the sacred shrine? 

Chorus. She comes, and will inform thee, king, of all. 

Thms, I )aug!itor (»r Agamemnon, what means this ! 

The statue of tl\e goddess in thine arms 
Why dost thou bear from its firm base removed? 
Iphp, llierc in thi* portal, monarch, stay thy step. 
iVioas. What of strange import in the shrine hath chanced? 
Jphh*\ 'Idlings ominous : that word I, holy, speak. 

Thoas. To what is tuned thy proem? Plainly speak. 

Jhhjp. Not pure the victims, king, you lately seized. 
iVwas, What showed thee this? Or speakst thou but thy 
thought? 

Back turned the sacred image on its base. 

Thoas. Spontaneous turned, or by an earthquake moved? 
Jph/t:. Spontaneous ; and, averted closed its eyes. 

Thoas. WImt was the cause? The blood-stained strangers^ 
. gGiH ? 
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Iphtg, That and nought else ; for horrible their deeds. 
Thoas. What, have they slain some vScythiati on the shore? 
Iphig. They came polluted with doinestie blood* 

Thoas. What blood? I have a strung tirsire to know. 
Iphig. They slew their mother with confrtlerjittt swords. 
Thoas. 0 Phoebus! d'hi.s hath no barbarian dared. 

Iphig. All (5reece indignant dmsed tliem bom Ikt realms. 
Thom. Bearst thou for thi.s the unag.e from iho shrine? 
Iphtg, To the pure air, from stain t)f l)luo(l romovod. 

Thoas, By what means diilst thou kmov the strangers’ 
guilt ? 

Iphig, I learned it as the statue .start<*d ba<'k. 

Greece trained thee wise: this w'rll hast thou 
disrenuai. 

Iphig. Now with sweet blandishments they my soul. 

Tiwas. Some glo/Jng tale rrt>m Argos telling thee? 

Iphig. I have one brotimr : he, they say, lives happy. 

Thoas, That thou mayst .save tlmm for tludr pleasing news? 
Iphig. And that my father lives, by fbrtunr !sh*sse<i. 

Thoas. But on the goddess well thy thiaiglus are tunu-d. 
Iphig, I hate all Grctn-r ; for it hath ruiiesl me. 

Thoas. What with the strangens, say thru, sfsould be doiu,;? 
Iphig. The law oniainetl in rrverene<» must hohl. 

Thoas, Are then tlty lavers ready, and the swaual? 

Iphig, Fir.st I wouki cleanse them with abiiiiions pure 
Thoas, In fountain waters, or the oeran wave? 

IMig, All nuuBs polluiions tiolh th*! salt sea eleansf/. 

Ihoas, holy pi the ginldf^sn will they bSeed, 

Iph(i*, Ant! better what I have in eha!}:e advance, 

Thoas, Doili not tlu* wave. eVii ‘gainst the irmple brat? 
Iphig, Hji.s requires sohitide : more in 11 si I tlo, 

Thoas, Lead where thou wilt : f»n srerri lifrs I piy not. 
Iphig, llic image of the gnHliiess I iniisi 1 Iraiist*, 

Thoas, If it he staimal with touch t*f' iiioihcr’s 
Iphig. I <’ould not eke have bi?fne ii iioin its base. 

Thoas, Just is ihy provident mid pious ilcjeejit : 

For this by all the stale thou mi iriiucd. 

IMig, Knowsi thou whit next 1 winild? 

Thoas, thim, liif will 

To signify. 

J'phtg, (live for lhe«« mraiigrrs chauii. 

Thoas, To what place cm ilicy Hy ? 
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IpMg. A Grecian knows 

Nought faithful. 

Thoas. Of my train go some for chains. 

Iphig, Let them lead forth the strangers. 

Thoas, Be it so, 

Iphig. And veil their faces. 

Tkoas. From the sun’s bright beams ? 

Iphig. Some of thy train send with me. 

Tkoas. These shall go 

Attending thee. 

Iphig. One to the city send. 

Thoas. With what instructions charged? 

Iphig. That all remain 

Within their houses. 

Tkoas. That the stain of blood 

Tliey meet not ? 

Iphig. These things have pollution in them., 

Ihoas. Go thou, and bear th’ instructions, 

Iphig* That none come- 

In sight. 

Thoas. How wisely careful for the city ! 

Iphii*. Warn our friends most. 

Thoas. This speaks thy care for me.. 

Iphig. Stay thou before the shrine. 

Thoas. To what intent? 

Iphig. Cleanse it with lustral fires. 

Thoas. ^ That thy return 

May find it pure ? 

Iphig. But when the .strangers come- 

Forth from the temple. 

lywas. What must I then do? 

Iphig. Spread o’er thine eyes a veil. 

Thoas. That I receive not 

Pollution? 

Iphig. Tedious if my stay appear. 

Thoas. What bounds may be assigned ? 

Iphig. Deem it not strangeu 

Thoas. At leisure what the rites require perform. 

Iphig. May this lustration as 1 wish succeed. 

Thoas. Thy wish is mine, 

Iphig. But from the temple, see,. 

■The. strangers come, the sacred ornaments, 
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Xb.e hallowed lambs, for I with, blood must wash 
This execrable blood away, the light 
Qf torches, and what else my rites require 
To purify these strangers to the goddess. 

Tut to the natives of this land, my voice 
proclaims, from this pollution far remove, 

Art thou attendant at the shrine, who liftest 
pure to the gods thy hands, or nuptial rites 
Dost thou prepare, or pregnant matron, hence 
pe gone, that this defilement none may touch. 
Thou, daughter of Latona and high Jove, 

O royal virgin, if I cleanse the stain 
Of these, and where I ought with holy rites 
xVddress thee, thou shalt hold thy residence 
In a pure mansion; we too shall be blest ! 
More though I speak not, goddess, unexpressed 
All things to thee and to the gods are known. 
s, Tatona’s glorious offspring claims the song, 
Born the hallowed shades among 
Where fruitful Delos winds her valleys low ; 
Bright-haired Phoebus skilled t’ inspire 
Baptures as he sweeps the lyre, 

And she that glories in th* unerring bow. 

From the rocky ridges steep, 

At whose foot the hushed waves sleep, 

Left their far-famed native shore, 

Them th^ exulting mother bore 
To Parnassus, on whose heights 
Bacchus shouting holds his rites ; 

Glitt’ring in the burnished shade. 

By the laurel’s branches made, 

Where th’ enormous dragon lies,- 
Brass his scales, and flame his eyes. 
Earth-born monster, that around 
Rolling guards th’ oracular ground : 

Him, while yet a sportive child 
In his mother’s arms that smiled, 

Phoebus slew, and seized the shrine 
Whence proceeds the voice divine ; 

On the golden tripod placed. 

Throne by falsehood ne’er disgraced, 
Where Castalia’s pure stream dows, 



3^9 


Iphigenia in Tauris 

He the fates to mortals shows. 

But when Themis, whom of yore 
Earth, her fruitful mother, bore, 

From her hallowed seat he drove, 

Earth t' avenge her daughter strove, 
Forming visions of the night, 

Which, in rapt dreams hov’ring light, 

All that Time’s dark volumes hold 
Might to mortal sense unfold, 

When in midnight’s sable shades 
Sleep the silent couch invades : 

Thus did Earth her vengeance boast* 

His prophetic honours lost, 

Royal Phoebus speeds his flight 
To Olympus, on whose height 
At the throne of Jove he stands, 

Stretching forth his little hands. 

Suppliant that the Pythian shrine 
Feel no more the wrath divine; 

That the goddess he appease, 

That her nightly visions cease. 

Jove with smiles beheld his son 
Early thus address his throne, 

Suing with ambitious pride 
O’er the rich shrine to preside : 

Pie assenting bowed his head. 

Straight the nightly visions fled ; 

And prophetic dreams no more 
Plovered slumb’ring mortals o’er : 

Now to Phoebus given again 
All his honours pure remain ; 

Votaries distant regions send 
His frequented throne t’ attend. 

And the firm decrees of fate 
On his faithful voice await. 

Messenger, Chorus. 

Mess, Say you, that keep the temple and attend 
The altar, where is Thoas, Scythia’s king? 
Open these strong-compacted gates, and call 
Forth from the shrine the monarch of the land. 
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Wl'irr: n Al ihy conniuintl if I must speak. 
J^-fess^ 'Thit ynurg men nn^ i^nne, thnmp:!i the device 
Of Apanienu-ijn s dauphtcT ; from this land 
'Tiiey !lv, aral hi liadr ( Jrecian galley [)la<’e{i 
The saered inuee‘ t‘f llie g<aU,l(tss hear. 

^(^/ii?rus. Inerednhl** thy tale. : hul whom thou seekent 
d'he ir.Hu.ueh from the* tempU^ wtmt in haste, 
Jkfess, Whith -rf h'or what is dfdng he sl'iould knrnv. 
^/ic^n^s. We know n»of : hut go thou ami s(a*k fir hini: 

Where M thnt? fm< i hmg thou wilt tell him thk 
jy^ss. faithless rare you wcunen and 

In all tltnl tiaiti heim done ytm have a part. 

ttmd? Wlrat with lint strangers’ 

Ihe.ht 

|fa\'e we m do? Ihit wilt thou m»t with al! 

'rhe speei! dmu inayst go to the rmmarehh house? 
JkfdSS* Nha till I tln-t am well informed if here 
Witliin the icmple he the king ur not 
Unbar the gates : to ymi within I speak ; 

Ami tel! \«mf lord that at the portal 
i htard.1, and htuig him lidingii of fresh ills. 

TnoAf:, Choeus. 

Wtm at lilt: tf-mple of the goddess tlares 
Tins i knimur rmsf^ iuh! lluindhing at the gates 
Stiikf*s t^u'ius iliioiigh itie ample spac‘e witlun? 
J^ess* Wltli ialodii^als w'-oiiltl tliesrj women tlrive me hence, 
Withoe: m seek t!ir«m thou w*iusl in the shrine. 
2T/e^ri..n With wtial intent^ ih’ whal advantagt: sought? 
C>ftht*st* hfiiMUrr; what more urgtuU imw 
luguats itiee, lif*ar ; die virgin, in tlsis plaee 
rresiiiing ni dm ahrus, Iruiii this lami 
t% Eilli lltr sUaugers lied, ami hears with her 
The MO In! image of du' goddoss : alt 
Of her iddutitais tms a false pretenee, 
ymci^. How nays! thou I What i.i her aerursm! ilesi,;n? 
^fess. To save Orr'iie*! : ihii loo will ama/e thee. 

I7mm, Whom? WtialOrrstes? Clytcninemmh son? 
3f*tss, Him III dif itlfar kiU*.mrd now In blml 

Fortciilimii 1 For whiii less tm it he i ailed? 
Mess. Think not t»n that, biti Itair ; with deep lhaii|!it 
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Reflect ; weigh well w'hat thou shalt hear, devise 
By what pursuit to reach and seize the strangers. 

Thoas, Speak : thou advisest well ; the sea though nigh, 
They fly not so as to escape my spear. 

M^ss. When to the shore we came, where stationed rode 
The galley of Orestes by the rocks 
Concealed, to us, whom thou hadst sent with her 
To hold the strangers^ chains, the royal maid 
Made signs that we retire, and stand aloof, 

As if with secret rites she would perform 
The purposed expiation : on she went 
In her own hands holding the strangers' chains 
Behind them : not without suspicion this. 

Yet by thy servants, king, allowed. At length, 

That we might deem her in some purpose high 

Employed, she raised her voice, and chaunted loud 

Barbaric strains, as if with mystic rites 

She cleansed the stain of blood. When we had sate 

A tedious while, it came into our thought 

That from their chains unloosed the stranger youths 

Might kill her, and escape by flight ; yet fear 

Of seeing what we ought not kept us still 

In silence ; but at length we all resolved 

To go, though not permitted, where they were. 

There we behold tlie Grecian bark, with oars 
Well furnished, winged for flight ; and at their seats 
Grasping their oars were fifty rowers ; free 
From chains beside the stern the two youths stood. 
Some from the prow relieved the keel with poles ; 
Some weighed the anchors up ; the climbing ropes 
Some hastened, through their hands the cables drew, 
launched the light bark, and gave her to the main. 
But when we saw their treacherous wiles, we rushed 
Heedless of danger, seized the priestess, seized 
The halsers, hung upon the helm, and strove 
To rend the rudder-bands away. Debate 
Now rose : “What mean you, sailing o’er the seas. 
The statue and the priestess from the land 
By stealth conveying ? Whence art thou, and who, 
That bearst her, like a purchased slave, away ? 

He said : “ I am her brother, be of this 
Informed, Orestes, son of Agamemnon ; 
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My sister, so U^st, I bear ;iway, 
l\eC(Jvere(i here.’* But nought the less for that 
]lel<l we {hr piirstess, and by force would lead 
Aitain to tlioe ; hrnct‘ dreudlul on our cheeks 
liie blows ; for in their hands no sword they held 
Nor w'v . ; but many a rattlinu, stroke tiie youths ’ 
Dcrilt with tlieir h?;ls, ayains! our sides and breasts 
d'lteir arms tiens* durtine,, (ill our hatt(U'ed limbs 
Were all disabh-d. Now with <lnsMiful marks 
l)isfiK'^tre<i tip the preeipics* we tiy, 

Sonic bcarinit an tlicir hfsuls, some in tiudr eyes 
d'he bloody i>ruist*s ; standni^t on tin* heigiits 
Our furht was safer, and wf imrhui at thenu 
Frattuicnts nf mcks ; but :.tandinf; em the stern 
The ari’hcrs with tiudr aitows drove us thence, 
An<l mnv a swellittg wau* oulfd in, which drove 
'Phe galley tt>\v‘ids tiic land ; tlie saih^rs feared 
The sutiden swell < ht his hm arms sustained 
Orestes Unre his sister tlirnuitli the tuie, 

Mtmnted the harkN fall sidr, and on the deck 
Safe pho’^'d leu', auil Hiana’s h* ‘ly 
MTii'h it’H to 'in heavrii : fr«>m the nu<lship his vdog 
lie sent ahaid, “ Vc youiir., tliat in this hark 
From Are.os plotiejual derp, mnv |>ly your oars, 
Anti tiasli tlic hillows till itii^y loam : tlmse things 
Are otus, li>r wliieh wi* %\vr*pt the Kmtine sea, 

And .steered mir tauirse widiifi its clashing rocks.” 
They ga^i* a I'lmeil'itl slenif, arid with their oars 
Hashed lie* sail wave. 'I h*' pulhT* whilst it rode 
Within llie haiboyr, woik«sl its easy w*ay ; 

But having passed it% nitnifh, tin* swelling fimd 
Kolled i»ii ii, and wnih Midtltii lotee the wind 
Impelnnitn fismg drovr n Iso k t itnnr «ars 
Hiey slitTediiof, sioiiilv sutiiothiig gainst the wave; 
iHil towrds fie laml the lefltiriil Ihwid hiipclled 
d‘hf‘ gidifw ; ilirii the iMval vugin sfooit, 

Andpfaycil: dmighirr oi Hafomg save me, 

d“hy piieslesA wive ; ffoiii lliw baihaiie Iwd 
To lirerer restore me, and ftngive my thefts f 
For llnna Cf goikleii, dt»st ftp* iiroiher hwe, 

Deem fhmi that I hivr tlioM* allfimi to me/' 

Tha isiaiiiteoi fcsjumsivc to tmr prayer 
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Shouted loud paeans, and their naked arms, 

Each cheering each, to their stout oars apply. 

But nearer, and yet nearer to the rock 
The galley drove ; some rushed into the sea, 

Some strained the ropes that bind the loosened sails. 
Straight was I hither sent to thee, O idng, 

T’ inform thee of these accidents. But haste. 

Take chains and gyves with thee ; for' if the flood 
Subside not to a calm, there is no hope 
Of safety to the strangers. Be assured 
That Neptune, awful monarch of the main, 
Remembers Troy, and, hostile to the race 
Of Pelops, will deliver to thy hands. 

And to thy people, as is meet, the son 
Of Agamemnon ; and bring back to thee 
His sister, who the goddess hath betrayed, 
Unmindful of the blood at Aulis shed. 

Chorus. Unhappy Iphigenia, thou must die, 

Thy* brother too must die, if thou again, 

I Seized in thy flight, to thy lord’s hands shalt come. 

fhoas. Inhabitants of this barbaric land. 

Will you not rein your steeds, will you not fly 
Along the shore, to seize whatever this skiff 
Of Greece casts forth, and for your goddess roused 
Hunt down these impious men ? Will you not launch 
Instant your swift-oared barks, by sta, by land 
To catch them, from the rugged rock to hurl 
Their bodies, or impale them on the stake ? 

But for you women, in these dark designs 
Accomplices, hereafter, as I find 
Convenient leisure, I will punish you. 

Th’ occasion urges now, and gives no pause. 

Minerva. Whither, O royal Thoas, dost thou lead 

This vengeful chase ? Attend ; Minerva speaks. 
Cease thy pursuit, and stop this rushing flood 
Of arms ; for hither by the fateful voice 
Of Phoebus came Orestes, warned to fly 
The anger of the Furies, to convey 
His sister to her native Argos back, 

And to my land the sacred image bear. 

Thoas, 1 speak to thee ; him, whom thy rage 
Would killj Orestes, on the wild waves seized, 
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Neptut:c, tu <lc) nu! pa'ar(*, alreatly wafts 

On the siiiot)th sr:i, thf‘ swdlini; calmed 
And thi>u, ( )rvst<ps (lor niy voice thou hearest * 
d'houj^h distant far), to nty nomuiands attend • 
Go, with tlie saored iiaa.o% which thou hearest 
And with thy :d‘»U‘r : but when thou ,shalt come 
'I'u Athens, built by yods. tliere is a phu:c 
On tlh extreme hnuief?; of the Attic hml, 

(dfise neiyhbViny to t aiv'dias erayyy height 
Sacred, luy |HH^pIe eali n Ahe : tlu’rc 
A temple raise, anti h\ ttie statue there, 

Wiiieh fiom tim ‘baurie e.itfhhss?; shall receive 
Its namr, mai fiouj tljy which thou, throi 


Driven bv tie’ Finich stinys, hast boni 

And moitab sltaU in Uituo’ limes wiiii hymns 
The Taurie tlner, ihana, iuiil. 

And he this law l■^!abh%hrd. when the feast 
Fur U'ly delivrtanre in an tins sinine is held, 

To a man's tluoat that they apply lie* sword, 
And dmw the in m mory of these rites, 

dlKii o{ hfO Ic'UoUlf* notiyl.t the K**dt|ess lose. 
'Pliuu, Ipie.o'eui, ^^*0 tie* ha'h'WCil hr*iejug 
Of brauron on this hires r.halt attend 
Her pibsMS'-e,, tlyinp steili be ihent mterred, 

(»r;e 'sl with Urn bon 'Uf . o| the ponjeous vests 
Of te\fe*n% in tie r lioii%ey irli 
|]v malfon. ^vho in • ^eldbrd panpH f»x|iired 
I'hes!* Oir^ Mill il.yo'"* ,%e k to fhcir euiiutry bad, 
i ehafp.e i.hrr’ ■ instp »* the . irfuni d»*iiiands; 

For I savsl ties*, when r<n the nasuninl Mars 
dlie votes urfe ri|nal ; and lioui tluU (kcree, 
I'hr %hr\l\ m nmnbet rt|U4h stdl a!»sM|vr. 
lt;U, s^-ii of hie.yiieiiinon, loan ihis hmt! 
lliy sislrf hvM ; lea, I hr* ihmi aii||fy 

Rovai tm that Imais tle^ gods 

C himinantimg, and ubrvi m4, h imwtiic. 

My aiigri dtAinsi Oo''4fM llimet no intiic, 

Cioiir thoaph lie he, inul bran* wiih him away 
Hir slatn*' o| sfn! |^*o4d*"eo and his *hsh*n 
iiavr iieotals ploiy hyaifCil llm geek 

Conteuiimg^ ia-i tliciti |^o, mni m ihy laud 
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The sacred image bear, and fix it there ; 

Good fortune go with them. To favoured Greece 
These dames, at thy high bidding, I will send. 

My arms will I restrain, which I had raised 
Against the strangers, and my swift-oared barks, 
Since, potent goddess, this is pleasing to thee. 

\inefva. I praise thy resolution ; for the power 
Of fate o’er thee and o’er the gods prevails. 

Breathe soft ye fav’ring gales, to Athens bear 
These sprung from Agamemnon; on their course 
Attending I will go, and heedful save 
My sister’s sacred image. You too go [io ilie Chorus] 
Prosp’rous, and in the fate that guards you blest. 

O thou, among th’ immortal gods revered, 

And mortal men, Minerva, we will do 
As thou commandest ; for with transport high, 
Exceeding hope, our ears receive thy words. 

0 Victory, I revere thy awful power : 

Guard thou my life, nor ever cease to crown me I 



